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FIRST AND SECOND 
partes of King Edward the fourth. 


Contayning his merrie paſtime with the Tan- 


ner o Tamwoorth; as alſo his loue to fayre Mi- 
ſtreſſe Shoare, her g great promotion, tall and miſetie, 
and laſily the lamentable death of both ber 
and her husband. 


tl Kine Edward, the Dutches of Yate, che Queene, 
the Loed Howald, and fir Thomas Sellinger. 


- Durche ſſe. 


Cm I tell ye pou haue done pou know not what: 

King. J haue married a woman , elſe Jam deceſued 
mot Her. 

Dutch. Married a woman 7 married indeed, 

Here is a marriage that beſts a Ring: 
It is no mat uaile it was done in haſte, 

Here isa Bꝛidall and with hell to boote, 

Dou haue made woꝛke? 

King. Faith mother ſome we haue indeed, but ere long von 
ſhall ſce vs mmane woꝛke foꝛ an heire apparant J doubt not, 
nav, nav, come. come, Oods will what chibing ſtill: 

Dutch, O God that ere T unde to ſee this day. 

King. Bymvy faith mother, J hope pou Hal ſee the night to, 
and in themo2ning J wil be bold ta bid vou ta the Cyziſtmng 
Grandmother, and Gotmether to a Pꝛince of Walcs, tut 
mother, tis a ſtirring 1$£221d, 


Duck. Haue you ſent War wic ke into France toʒ this? 
Az K. A 
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King. No by my faith mother J ſent Warwicke into France 
fo; an r otber, but this by chance being nerer hand, and tom⸗ 
nung in the wap J cannot tell how, we concluded, and now 
(as pou ſce) are going ab aut to get a poung King. 

Dotch. But tell ne ſonne how will you anſwere thise 
If poſſihle vour ralh vnlawfull ac, 

Should not bꝛed moztail hate betwirt the Realmess 

That may the French King thinke when he ſhall heare 
That whilft pou ſend to entreat about his daughter, 

Baſely to take a ſubied of pour owne ? 

UA hat map the Pꝛinceſſe Bona think ol this: 
Our noble Coſin Warwicke that great Loꝛzd, 
That Center-thaking thundert lap of warre, 

That like a Colum pꝛopt the houſe of Pozke; 

And boare our white Roſe bꝛauc iy in his tcp, 

When he ſhall heare his embalſage abuſde, 

In this but made an inſtrument by you, 

I know bis ſoule will bluch within his boſome, 

And ſhame will ſit i: Scarlet on his Bꝛeow, 

To haue his hon toucht withthis foule blemiſh 
Son:c,ſonae I cell rou that is done by you, 

CUhich pet the child that is vnboꝛne ſhall rue. 

King. T iſh mother ycu arc deteiude, all true ſubiectes 
ſhall baue. uſe to thanke God, to haue their King boꝛne of a 
true Engl woman, J tell you it was ncuer u eil ũnce wee 
matcyed with ſtrangers, fo our childzen haue bene till l Re 
Chickens of the halfe kind but where the cocke and the hen 
be both of one hzeede, there is like to be birdes of the game: 
heare you mother, heare pou. had J gone to it by foztunc, 1 
vid made pour ſonnes George and Dice to haue ſtoode gas 
ping after the crowne : this wench mother is a widow, and 
hath m2de,p:aofe of ber valour, and ſoꝛ any thing J know, I 
am as line to do the decd as John Gray her huſband was, A 
had rather the people pꝛaied to bleſſe mine heire, then ſende 
me anhcire : hold pour peace, iſ vou tan ſee, there was neuer 
mother had a towarder ſonne, why Colin PO 
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King Edward the fourth. 
Tom Scllinger heard you euer ſuch acople about a wife? 


How. Py ſoueraigne Lozd with patience beare her ſplene 


Pour pꝛincelpy mothers zeale is libe a riner, - 
That from the freeaboundance of the waters, 
B2eakes out into this mundation, 
y rom her aboundant care this rage pzoceeds, 
Oer ſwolne with the extremuie of lone. 

Sel. Pp Lad, my Lozd,auoida womans humo?, 
I pou reũſt this tumoz of her will, | 
Here pon ſhall haue her dwell vpon this paſſſon, 
Untill ſhe 1ade and dull our earcs againe: 
Seeme pon but ſoꝛie foz what you haue done, 
And ſtraight thele put the finger in the ere, 
With comfozt now, ſince it cannot be helpt: 
But make pou ſhew to iuſtiſic the ad 
It euer other language in her lips, 
Chen out vpon it, it is abhommable. J dare be hangde, 
Sap anp thing it makes no matter what, 
Then thus be wearted with a womans chat. 
Dutch. J, J, pou are the ſpaniels of the Court, 
And thus pou fawn and ſooth your mant n king, 
But Edward hadſt thou p2tzde thy maiettie, 
Thou neuer wouldſt baue ffaind thy pꝛintely ſtate, 
with the baſe leanings of a ſubieas bed: . 
Noz bozne the blemiſh ol ber Bigamie. 
A widow, iſt not a godlp thing 2 
Grayes childzen come aſke bicfſing of the King; 

Qu. Nay I beſœch pour Gracemy Lady Yozk, 
Cuen as pou are a Pztincelſe and a widow, 
Chinke not ſo meanelp of mp widowhod, 
Alpotlcfſe virgincame I firft to Gray, 
With dim I ltade a true and faithfull wifes 
And ſinte his hie empertall matcſtie, - 
Bath pleaſde to hleſſe my po2e detected fate 
With the high Soueraigne title of his Queene, 
A here pꝛoteſt befoze the haſt — heauen, | 
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IJ tame as chaſte a widow to bis bed, 
As when a virgin I to Gray was wed. 

King. Come, come haue done, now haue pou chid ſnongh, 
Gads tote, we were as merie ere ſhe came, as an people in 
Chꝛſtendome, J with the miſtris, and theſe with the maides: 
onelp wee baue no fidlers at our feaft, but mother pon haue 
made a fit of mirth: welcome to Grafton mother , by mp 
trotzpon are euen iuſt come as J wiſhed pou here, let vs go 
to ſuppcr, and in Charitie giue vs your bleſſing ere we ga to 
Bedde. 

Dutc. O Edward, Edward, flie and leaue this place, 
Whercin poꝛe fillc King thou art inchanted, 

Thts is her dam of Bedtords wozke her mother, 
That hath be uutcht ther Edwaid mp pozechilde, 
Dichonour not the Pꝛinces of thy land, | 
Tomakethe-:; knele with reuerence at her fete, 
{Lat ere thou dioſt empale with ſoueraintie, 

CThev would haue ſcoꝛned to haue looked vpon. 
Ty eres nd ſuch difference twirt the greateſt Pere, 
And the poꝛe ſillieſt kitching maide that liues, 
Az1s bet wirt thy wozthines and hers. 

Qee, J doconfelle it. vet my Ladie Yorke, 

My mother is a ducheſſe as vou are, 
AP:ncefſc boꝛne, the Duke of Bedfords wife, 

And as yau kno · v, a daughter anda ſiſter, 

U-to the ropall blond of Burgundie. 

But you cannot fo baſely thinke on me, 

As Idothinke of theſe vaine wozldly titles, 

God froin ſoule my ſinne as farre deuide. 


As J am farre from boaſting in this pꝛide, 43 

Selling. Madam, ſhe is the mirroz of her kind, 3 
17d ſhe but ſo much ſpleene as hath agnatte,, E 
Her ſpirits would ſtartle to abide your tannts, 2 


She is a Saint, and Madam pou blaſpheme, 
To wꝛong is ſwecte a Ladie. 
Duch. Thau art a minion and a flatterex. 
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Sellin. Madam but that you are my ſcueraignes mother, 
J would let pou know pon wong a Gentleman, 
Howard. Good Coſin Sellinger haut patience, 
Her Graces rage by to much violence, 
Vati ſpent it ſelle alreadie into are: 
Deere Madam J beſeech pou on my knee, 
Tender that louing kindneſſe to the Querne, 
That J dareſweare ſhe doth (nſonle to pon. 
Edw. Mell faidged Coſe, I pꝛay thee make them friends, 
why how now Befle, what weepe 2 may then ile chide peu: 
what ſodaine newes comes by this meſlenger: 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Mp ſoueraigne Lozd,thc baſtard Falconbridge, 
Of late hath ſtird rebellion in the South, 
Incouraging his fo2ces to deliuer, 
King Henrie late depoſde out of the To wꝛe, 
To him the malcontented commons flocke, 
From euerie part of Suſſex, Bent, and Eſſex, 
His armtc wared twentie thouſand ſtrong, 
And as it is ſuppolde by circumſtance, 
Meane to take Londoo, if not well defended, 
Ed. TUelllet this Phaeton that is moun tet thus, 
Loke he ſit ſuzely, oz by Englands George, 
Ile bꝛeake his necke, this is no new enafion, 
I ſurely thaught that one dap I ſhould ſee, 
That baſtard Falcon take his wings to mount, 
Into oux Eagle airie, me thought 4 ſaw, 
Blacke atſcontent ſit euer on dis bzow, 
And now I (ce J calculated well, 
God Coſin Howard, and Tom Sellinget, 
This night meele ſpend in fe: ff and tollitie, 
With our new Nucenc, and uur beloued mother, 
To moꝛrow you ſhall daut commiion, 
To raiſc vp power againſt this haugbtie rebell: 
Strra depart not till you know our pleaſu xe, 
Pou ſhall conuey vs letters backe to London, 
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Unto the Pato2,Reco2der,and our friends, 
As ſupper readle? come by mp bonnie Beſſe, 
Welcome mother, we are all your gueſts, 


Exeunt. 


Enter Falconbridge with his troupes marc 
obs Chub, and 1 
Fal. Hold dꝛumme, 


1. Spi. Hold dꝛumme and be 


2. Smoke. Pold dꝛumme — ho, lence to the 
3 pꝛoclamation. 


1. Spi. You lie vou rogue, tis to the Oꝛation, 

Chub, Nap then vou all lie.it is to the coblic ation, 

Fal. True hearted Engliſh and our valiant friends, 

all. Do bꝛaue generall ifaith. 

Spi. Peace there pou rogues,02 will ſplit pour chaps: 

Fal. De are countrimen, I publikcly pꝛoclaune, 
Il any wꝛonged diſcontented Engliſh, 
Toucht with true fœling al King Hennes wzongs, 4 
Hentie the ſirt the lawfull King of England, 4 
do by that ty2ant Edward the vſarper, I 
Is held a wꝛetched pꝛiſoner in the Towꝛe, $ 
It anymamn that faine would be enfranchiſde, 
From the ſad poake of Yo2krſh ſeruitude, 
Under which we toile like naked Gallillaues, 
Know he that Thom is Neuill the Lozd Fakonbridridge: : 

all. J , a Falconbridge a falconbridge 


Spi. Pꝛace pe clamoꝛous roguea, on n General on with pour 
Oꝛation, peace there, 


Fal. Pityving King Henries paze deſtreſſed caſe, 
Armde lu th his title, and aſublecs zeale, 
Takes vp iuſt arm s againſt the houſe of Pozke: 
And do p2oclatme our ancient libertie: 
all. Ltbertte,tibertte, libertie, generall libertie, 
Fal. Ae do not rife like Tiler, Cade, and Straw, 
Blewbeard, 4 other of that raſcall route, 
Baſc ly like Tinkers, oʒ ſuch muddie flanes, 
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Foz mending meaſures, oꝛ the pꝛite of cone, 
£©2 ſoꝛ ſome common in the wild of Kent, 
Thats by ſome gredte Coꝛmoꝛant incloſbe; 
But inthe true and ancient lawfull right, 
Df the redoubted houſe of Lancaſter. 
Our blond is noble, by our birth a Neuill, 
And by our [awfull line Loꝛd Falconbridge, 
Choſe here thats of ſo dull a leaden temper , 
That is not fired with a Newls name: 

All. A Neuill, a Nevill, a Neuill. 

Fa, Out quarrell like our ſelle is honourable, 
The law our warrant. 
Smoke. J, J, the law is on our fide. 
Chub. J, the law is in our own hands. 
- Peace pou rogues, | 

al. And moze, a ble ſſing by an woꝛd pꝛopoſde, 


To thoſe that aide a true annointed ing, 


Courage bꝛaue ſpirits and trie a Falconbtidge, 


All. A Falconbridge, a Falconbridge, 
Fal. Me will be maſters of the mint our (clues, 
And ſet our owne ſtampe on the golden copnc: 
Werele ſhoe our neighing courſers with no wozſe 
Then the pureſt liner that is ſold in Cheape, 
At Leaden hall weele ſell pearles by the pecke, 
As now the mealemen v(c to ſell their meale: 
In Meſtminſter wele keep a ſolemne tourt, 
And build it bigger to recetue our men, 
Crie Falconbridge my hearts libertie, 
All. Falconbridge and libertie, c 
Smoke, Peace pe flaucs,02 I will ſmoke pe elſe, 
Chub. Peace ye ſlaues, oꝛ J will chub pour chappes, but 
— thou maiſt well ſmoke them, becanſe thy name is 
moke. | 
Smoke, Why ſirra, J hope Smoke the Bmith of Cheplted, 
is as god a man as Chub the Chandler of Sandwich. 
Spicing. Pegce pe rogues, what are youquerrelling? and 
now 
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now litt to Captaine Spicing. A 
Pon know Cheapeſide there are the Percers thops, 3 
Where we will meaſure veluet by the pikes: 2 
And Silkes and Sattens by the fkreetes whole bꝛedth: 1 
Merle take the Tankards from the Conduit cockes, 2 
To fill with Jpacras and dzinke tarowie. 4 
Where chaines of gold and plate (hall be as plentie, 1 
As wodden diſhes in the wild of Kent; 
Smoake. Oh b2anelp ſaid Ned Spicing, the honefteff Lad 
— * punde ſpice in a moꝛtar, now ſpeakes Captaine 
molke. 
Loke Lads fo; from this hil ye map diſcerne, 
Che lonely towne which we are marching to, 
That ſame is London Lads pe loke vpon, 
Naunge all arow mp hearts and ſtand at gaze, 
As doe the heards of Deere at ſome ſtrange ſight: 
Oꝛas atroupe of hungrie travel! rs 
Chat fixe their etes vpon a furniſh d feaſt, | 
Loke how the Towꝛe doth tice vs to come on, 
To take out Henry the ſirt there pꝛiſoner, 
Sec how S. Katherines ſmokes, wipe laues pour eies 
And whet your ſtomackes fo2 tbe good mault ptes. 
Chub. Why then belike Jam no bodie: roome andanope 
dance, foz now ſpeakes Captaine Chub: 
No ſooner in London will we be, 
But the Bakers foꝛ pon, the Bie wers fo2 me, 
Birchin lane ſhall ſute vs, the Coſtermongers fra(fe ds: 
The Boulters ſend vs in fowle, 
And Batchers meat without controule: 
And euer when we ſup oꝛ dine, 
The Wintners freely b2ing vs 'in wine: 
It any bodie aſke who all pay, 
Cut off his head and ſend bim away, | 
This is Captaine Chubs law whoſocuer ſay nay, 
Fal. Bꝛauelp reſolude, ſom1cch we foꝛ wardall, 


And boldly ſay, god lucke ſhall vs be. all. Fxeunt, 
Euter 
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Enter the Lord Maior, M. Shoare. M. Ioſſeline, incheirrcluer” 


coates, and gorgets, and leading ſtaues, 


Ma. Chis is well done, thus ſhould good Citizens, 
F< Hin themſelues as weil foz warte as peate: 
aue pee commande d that in euerte ſtrœte, 

They hang fo: ty lights ns bone as night comes one 
Sap Coſin Saoare, that Was reſerd to you, 

Shoare Tic haue my L920, beſides ſrom euerie hall 
C ere u at leaſt two hund ꝛed men in armes. b 

Ma. it cheares my heart to heare this readines, 
Let neuer re bels put true Subieas downe, 

Come when they will, their welcome ſhail be ſuch, 
As they had better kept them fut ther off. 


But where is . Recorder? his aduiſe, 


Muſt not be wanting in theſe high affaires. 

Sho. About an boure agoe, and ſomewbet moze, 
J left him fo2tifping the bꝛidge my Lo2d, 
Mhich done he pur poſed to meete pou here: 

Ma, A diſcreet paineful Gentleman he is, 
And we mutt all of vs beſo inclinde: 
If we entend to haue the Citie ſafe, | 
©: lokefo2 thanks, and credit with the Ring, 
I tell pe maiſters, aged though J be, ' 
I (fo: my pa: t) will to no bed this night. = 

loſſ. Why is it tbought the Baſtard is ſo 19 

Ma. Hau mcane pe M. Ioſſeline by nearr? 

He neither comes from Italp noꝛ Spaine: 
But out of Kent, and Cer which pou know, 
Are both ſo neare, as ncarer cannot be. 

Ioſſ. ap, bv peur patience god wp Lo2d a wozd, 
Simple though J am, pet I mul confeſſe, ' 

A milchiefe further off, would, and ſs fozth, 

You know mp meaning, things not ſcene bekoze, 
Are, and ſo foꝛth. pet in good ſadnes, 

I would that all were well, and perchance, 


If 
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It map be ſo, what, were it not loʒ hope, 1 

Che heart, and ſo fozth bat to the matter, 

Nou meane and pur pole. J, I.am ſure ps doe: 
Ma. Mell M. loſſeline, we are ſure pe mean well 

Although ſomewhat dcfectine in pour vtterance. 
Ioſ. J, A, my Lozd Patoz, Jam pon know, 

Wrilling.ceadte, x ſo fozth,tut,tut, fo; me, ba, ba, | 

Mp Panſton is at Ham, and thence pou know, 

I come to helpe vou in this n&dfull time: 

When rebels are ſo buſie, and ſo foztb, 

What matters, age muſt neuer be deſpiſde, 

Von ſhall find me mp Loʒd, ſtill, and (a fozth. 


Enter Vrſwicke the Recorder. 
Sho. By Loꝛd, now here comes M.Recorder, 

Re. God euen my good Loꝛd Patoꝛ, the ſtræts arechainde, 
Che bꝛidge well manned g euerie place pzeparde, 
Shall we now go together and conſult, ' 
CAhat elſe there is to be determinde of? 

Ma, Pour comming M. Recorder was the thing 
We alldeſired,therefozc let bs conſult, 

And now what ſap pe, if with halle our power, 
Ae iſſue foꝛth, and giue the rebels fights - 

Recor. Befoꝛe they do pꝛouoke vs nearer hand 
There were no wap to that, it all be plealde, 
Whats pour opinion M. Ioficline? 

lol, God ſo h mp L. Maioz, and M. Recorder, 
Hou map take pour choice, but in my conceit, 
ICue it vou will oꝛ elle ſtap if you will, 

A mancan ncuer de to warie and ſo foꝛth, 

Pet as to iſſue will not be the woꝛſt, 

Euen ſo totartie, wel, you map thinke moze ont, 
But all is one, we ſhall be ſure to fight, 

And you are wiſe enough, to ſæ pour time, J, J, a Gods 
name. 

Rec. Py Loꝛd accept his meaning better then big ans” 

A 
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Ma. J, ſo we do, oz elſe we were to blame, 


What if we ſtopye the paſſage of the Thames, 
With ſach pꝛouiſion as we bane of ſhippes: 


Recor. Its doubttull yet mp & 02d, whether the rebels, 

Purpoſe that way toſ&ke our detriment, 

Rather me ſermeth they will come by land, 

And either make aſlault at London biidge, 

Oz elſe at Algate, both which enterantes, 

Mere good they ſhcnld be ſtronglp loꝛtiſied. | 
Ioſ. Wellſaid maſter Recorder, you do, I J, Iys warrant* 
Recor. As foz the other, tte whole compantes 

Of Þercers,Grocers, Dꝛapers and the teſt, 

Are dꝛawne together foz their beſt defence, 

Beſide the Zowze, a neighbour to that place, 

As on the one fide it will cleere the riger, 

S onthe other with their ozdenance, 

It may repulſe and beate them from the gate, 

Ma, What noyſe is this: pꝛouide pe ſodainely: A noyſe 
And euerie man betake him to his charge. within. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Sho. Soft who is this, bow now my friend whatnewes? 

Meſ. Pp maſter the Lieutenant of the Towze,gtues ve ta 
vnderſtand, he bath deſcride the armie of the rebels. 

Recor. Which way come they: 

Meſ. Fram © ferward,and therefoze tis his 

Pau guarde both Algate wel, and Bichoplgate. 

Ma. Saint George awap,and let vs all reſolue, 

Either ta banquith this rebellious rout, 

Pꝛeſerue our gods,our childzen and our wiues, 

Oz ſeale our reſolution with our lines. Excunt, 

Enter Falconbridge, Spicing, with his troupes. | 
Fal. Summon the Citi, and commaund our entrance, 

Which il we ſhall be tubbo2nlp denide, | 

Our power ſhal raſh like thunder thzough the walles, 

Spi. Open pour gates laues when J commaund pe, 
Spicing beates on the gates, and then enters the Lord Ma- 


jor 


The firſt part of 


tor and his aſſociates with prentiſes. 

Ma. Whats he that beatcs thus at the Cittie gates, 
Commaunbing entrance as be were a Bing: 

Fa. He that will baue releaſement foꝛ a King: 
FI | homas Ncuell the Loꝛd Falconbridge. | 

Spi Ha ſirra, you, clappetrdudgin, vnlocke, vnbolt, 


Or tle bolt you if I get in, ſtand vou pꝛeaching wich a poxe? 


Ma. We have no warrant I ho.Falconbridge, 
To let pour armed troupes into our Citie, 
Conſidering you haue taken vp theſe armes, 
Againſt our ſoueraigne and our cuntries peace. 
Fal. 4 tell thee Paioꝛ, and know he teis thee ſo, 
Cb it commeti armed ina Aings defence, 
Chat I craue entrance in Rings Heories name, 
In tight of the true line ot Lancaſter, 
Me thinks that woꝛd ſpoke from a Neuilo month 
Should like an earthquake rend your chained gates, 
And teare in peeces pour poꝛttullciſes, 
I thunder it againe inta pou cares, 
Pon tout and b:ave couragions Londonrrs, 
In Henries name J crave mp entrance in. 
CR. Should Henries name commaund the entrance here 
We ſhould denie alteageancc vat a Edward, 
Whoſe true and f withfull ſubieas we areſwozne, 
And in whoſe p2eſrnce is our ſweꝛt vp ho: ne. | 
Fal. I tell thee traitoꝛ then thou bearſt thv ſwoʒd 
Againſt thy true vndoubted Bing. 
Sho. Nap then I tell thee baſtard Falconbridge, 
= Lo2d atio: beares his ſwoꝛd iu his defence, 


put the ſw32d into the armes of London, 
ade the Loꝛd Matois foꝛ euer after nights, 
Richard, degoſde . Hentie Bullingbrooke, 
From whom the houſe of Vor ke doth clatme their right. 
Fal. Whats he that anſweres vs thus ſaucilv? 


Smo. Dirra pour natne, that we may know ve hereafter, 


So, Py name is Shoare, a Goldſmith by mp trade, 
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fal. What not that Shoare that hath the daintte wife, 
Shoares wife, the low2e of London foz her beauties, 
Sho. Ves rcbellenen the verte ſame. 


Spi. Runne raſcall and fetch thy wife to our Generall pze> 


* 02 elſe all the Gold in Cheapſide cannot ranſome her : 
wilt thou net ffirre when J bid thee. 
Fal. Shoare liſtenme, thy wtfe is mine thats flat, 
This night in thine owne houſe.ſhe& lleepes with mee, 
Now Croſebie Lozd Pato2 ſhall we enter in: 
Ma. Croſebie the Loꝛd Palo? tels the pꝛoud rebell neo. 
Fal. No Croſeby ſhall J not: then doating Lozd, 
J tramme the name of rebell down thy thzoat, 
Tberes not the pooꝛeſt raſcall of mp campe, 
But if he chance to meete thee in Cheapſide 
Upon thy footcloath, he ſhall make thee lighf, 
And hold his ſtirrop while he mount thy hozle, 
Then lackie him which way he pleaſe to goe, 
Croſebie ile make the Citizens be glad, 
To ſend thee andthe Aldermen thy bꝛethzen, 
All monicled, and chainde like Gally llaues, 
To ranſome them, and toredeeme the Citie. 
M. ap then pꝛoud te bel. pauſe 2 heare me ſpeak, 
Theres not tbe poꝛeſt and meaneſt Citizen, 
Chat is 4faithfallſabiec to the King, 
But in deſpight of thy rebellious route, 0 
Shall walke to Bowe, aſmall wand in his band 
Although thou lie encamped at Mileend Greene, 
And not the pꝛoudeſt rebell ot you all, 
Shall dare to touch him foꝛ bis damned ſeule. 
Come, we will pull vp our poꝛtculleiſes, 
And let me ſee thee enter if thou dare. 
Fal. Spoken like a man, and true Ueluet ſacket, 
And we will enter oꝛ ſtribe by the wap. Exeunt. 
Enter Lord Mai: r, Recorder, and loſſeline. 
Ma. Theres maſter Recor der, and maſter Ioſſeline ? 
Recor. Here mp Logo Patio? , ;wee now haue are — 
alles 
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| dſuch places as were needfall, 
Ma. Why it is well, bꝛothers and Citizens, 
©! icke to pour Citie as good men ſhonld do, 
Thinke that in Richards tune enen ſuch a rebell, 
Mas then by Walworththe L. Patoz of London, 
Stabd dead in Dmithfield; 
Then ſhew pour ſelues as it beffts the time, 
And let this find a hundzeth Walwonhz now, 
Dare ſtabbe a rebctl were he made of hate. 
And Pꝛentiſes ſticke to your officers, 
Fo2 pou map come fo be as we are nom. 
God and our King againſt an arrant rebel, 
Bꝛothers away, let vs defend our lwalles: : 
i. Pren Pp Loꝛd pour woꝛds are able to infuſe, 
A double courage im acowards bzeafk, = 
Then feare not vs although our chinnes be bare, 
Our hearts are god, the triall ſhall be ſene, 
Againft theſe rebels on this champion greene. 
2. Pre. Me haue no tricks no2 pollices of warre, 
But by the ancient cuſtome ofour Fathers, 
Weele ſoundly lap it on, takte off that will, 
And London pꝛentiſes be rulde by me, 
Die ere pe loſe faire Londons libertie. 
S. Hob now my flatcaps,arepon grown ſo haue? 
Tis but pour woꝛda, whe matters come to pzolg 
Poule ſcudde as twere a companie of ſhepe, 
Py counſlale therefoze is to keepe pour ſhops, 
What lack pon, better will beſ@m pour mouths, 
Then termes of warre, in ſoth you are tw pong: 
Pr, Sirra go to, vou ſhall not find it ſo, 
| Flatcaps thon calſt vs, wee ſcoꝛne not the name, 
And ſhoztly by the vertue of our \wo2ds, 
Welemake pour capfa fit vnto pour crowne, 
As ſconce and cap and all kiffe the ground. = 
2.Pr. Pon are thoſe deſperate idle ſwaggering mates, 


That haunt the ſubyrbs in the time of peace, 


And | 
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And raiſe bp ake-houſe bzaules in the ſref, 
And when the rumoz of the warre begins, 
3ou hide pour heads, and are not to be found, 
Thou termeſt it better that we ke&pe our ſhops; 
At's gad indeed we baue ſuch a care, 
— now and then, 
Pelfring fingers bzeake into our lockes, 
— pou acquite the fault: 
Goto,albcith v tuſtome we are milde, 
As thoſe that doe ciuilitie, 
vet being monde, a neit al angrie hoznefs 
Shall not be moꝛe oſfenſine then we will, 
Melle flie about pour earcs and Ting 
joſſ. Be tels pou truth mp friends 
4 MNho can endare to be ſo 
1. Fr. 


po 


hearts. 
ſa fozth, 
bzande by hopes: 
Naplcozne vs nat that „ 


4 The Chꝛonicles of Englandcan 


Ma. Sow neden ee beart 
ws —_ Ls ==: — aki 
2. Pre. Mp 

Bou are our Paſters, glue bs leaue to wozke, 

Tete gere re eat 

Alber sps g, Smoke, asdiben 

_— 


Spi. Sm. Get tk bp on the top of e. Buttolpbs ti&ple,and 


make a pzoclamation. 
Smoke. That a1plagueſhould I p2bclatme there : 
Spi. Chat the bels be rung backward, *- .. 
And cutting of thzoats be cride hanocke, a 
Ho moꝛe calling of lanthoꝛʒ ne and candlelight; - 
That matdenbeads de valned at iuſt nothing t 
2 be ſold by ae 


The Firſt part of 


Ch at no pidling lane ſtand to picke a locke, but aſh me off 
the hinges, as one would itt vp a Cowes paunch. 

Spicing. Let no man haue leſſe then a warehouſe to his 
wardzope: crie a figge foz a Sergeant, and walke by the 
Counter likeaLozd, plucke ont the clapper of Bow bell, 
and bang vp all tbe Dextons in the Cittie. 
Smoke, Rantam Scantam, Rogues follow your leader, 
Caualero Spic ing the maddeft aue that ere pund ſpice in « 
- mozter, 

Spi. Take me an Uſarer by the graafle ponch , and ſhake 
put his Crownes,as a bungrie dog would ſhakea Haggas, 
Barre foule play Rogues, and line by honeſt filching and ſtea⸗ 
ling, he that hath a true finger, let him fozfaite his face to the 
frpingpan 
Follow pour Leader Rognes,follow your Leader, 

Smoake. Aſſault, Aſſault, and crie a Falconbridge, 

looſſeline on the walles cries to them. 

Tof. Sirra Spicing, if Spicing bee tby name, we ere here foz 
matters and cauſes as it might ſeeme fo2 the King, therefoze 
it were god, and ſo fozth. 

Spi. Open the gates, oz if we be the picklocks, ye Rogues 
weele play the Galiffe dogs amongſt pou: If J wazie not 
a thouſand of pou with mp teeth, let mee bee dangde in a 
packeth2ced,aud ſo fo2th, 

loſ. Fond fellow, tuſtice is to be vſed, J marie is it, and law 
in ſome ſoꝛt as it were is to be followed, oh God fozbid elſe, 
this our Bagtttrate bath power as.might ſeeme,andſofozth, 
fo; dutie is to be obſerued and Otllcers nuit be obeyed in lozt 


and calling, and fo foz th. 
P. and ſo foꝛthj. 
neten the Pren- 


Spi. Meele talke moze 
Here is a verie fietce aſſault on 
tiſes do great ſeruice. 


Enter Falconbridge: angrie with hismen, 
Fal. Whythis tt is to truſt tofheſe baſe Rogues, 


This durtie (cum of ne, 
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This hartles rout of baſe raſcalitie, | 
A plague vpon yon all, pon cowardly Rogues; 
You crauand curres, pou i my muddy elownes, 
Ahoſe conrage but conliffkes tn multitude, 
Like ſherpe and ueat that follow one another, 
Which if one runne away, all follow after: 
This hedge-b:cd raſcal, this fithie fric ot᷑ ditehes, 
Avengeance take you all, this tis to lead you, 
Now doe pon crie and ſhzikle at euery ſhocke, 
Ahotconſuming niſchiefe follow pou. f 
Spi. wounds ſcale rogues, ſcale, a Falconbtidge, 
a Falconbridge. | 
Enter Ldrd Maior and — OI | 
Ma. Set open the gates, nay [ally out, 
It neuer ſhall be ſaid when J was Patoy, 
The Londoners were ſhut vp in the Citie, 
Chen crie Ning EAwatd, and lets vs iſſue out; 15 
Fal. Now il ye be true heartes Engliſhmen, 
The gat es ſet open and the po2tcullife vp: 
Lets Bel Mel in, to ſtop their paſſage out; 
He that firſt enters be polleſt of Cheape, 
Igiue him it freely, and the chiefeſt wench. 
Spi.- That he can find, let that lie in the barga 


The Lord Maior and the Citizens having valiantly repulſed the 
Rebels from the Citie: Enters Falconbridge and Spicing and theit 
traine wounded and diſmaied. 


Spi. Hear'lt thou Generall , theres hote dꝛinking at the 
mouth ot Biſhopſgate, foꝛ our ſoldiours are all Mouth, they 
lie lie Raſcals with their bzains beaten out, therefoze ſince 
we are all like to feed hogs in Youndſditch, let vs retire our 


me. Exeunt. 


troupes, and ſaue out maumed men, oꝛ if we iſſue further, we 
are put to the ſwoꝛd euery mothers ſonne of vs; 

Fal. Art thou that villaine in whoſe darttnedmonth, 
Aas neuer heard of any wozd but wounds : 


2 Delhoſe 
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Whoſe retreant limbes are nocht with gaping ſcarres, 
Thicker then anp carking craft-mans ſcoze, 
Whoſe very ſRalpe is ſcracht and cralde and bzoken, 
Like an old mazzer beaten on the ſtones, | 
And ſtandeſt thou now to ſaue our maimed men 
A plague vpon thee coward, | 
Spi. Whp how now baſe Thomas? Sounds, wert thou | 
a baſe Utall, thou art but a raſcall and a rebell as Jam, hea» | 
reſt thou, ii J do not turne true Mubiect and leaue thee, let 
me be woꝛied with dogs, wounds doſt thou (mpeach my 
manhod: Tom Neuill thou hadft as god to haue d unnde thy 
ſelſe as vttered ſuch a woꝛd flatlp Jfozſalic thee, and all that 
loue Ned Spicing followme. - 
Herethe reft offer to follow. | 

Fal. Come come pa os fle, thou ſerſt me grende, 
Pet canſt not beare with mine infirmitie, 
Thou knoweſt J hold thee fo2 as tall a man 
As anp lines oꝛ bzeatbes our Englilh ame, 
I know there lines not᷑ a moe ſierie ſpirit, 
A m232e relolued daliant,a plague vpon it, 
Thou knoweſt Jloue the, vet if a wozd eſcape 
My lips in anger, hoſv teaſtie then thou art: 
Ih rather all men left me then thy ſelfe, 
Chou art my ſoule, thou art mp Genius: 
I tannat lime without thee not an hower, 
Thus muſt J fill be fo2c'dagaiaſt my will, aſide, 
To ſoth this durtie ſlaue, this cowardly raſcall. 
Come, come be friends, ve teaſtie firebzand , 
Tae mult retire there is no remedie. 

Spi. Nay Tom, ii thou wilt haue me mount on the walles 
And caſt myleife dgwne headlong on their ples, 
Ile doe it, but tofmpeach mp valour, | 
Had any man but thou ſpoke balfe ſo much,” 
A would haue ſpilt his heart, ſcill be ware 
My valour, ſuch woꝛds go hard ly downe, | 
Well, Jam friends, thou thoughteſt not as thou rare. 1 

« s 
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Fal. o on my ſoule,thon'thinkeft not that I did, 
Sound a retreat there A command pe fkrait, 
But whither ſhall wee retire ? 
Spi. To Pileend Greene, theres no fitter place. 
Fal. Then let vs backe retire fo Pilcend Greene, 
And there expe freſh ſuccour from our friends, 
With ſuch ſupply as ſhall ere long aſſure 
Che Citie is our owne,march on, away. Excunt, 


Enter che LMaior wich his traine and Prentiſes. 


Major. Pe haue beſtird y like god Cittizens, 
And ſhe we pour ſelues true ſubtecs to your king, 
You woꝛthily pzentiſe#beffirde your ſelues, 
Chat it did chere my heart to ſe pour valovr, 
Cbe rebels are retirde to er nd Gtcene, 

Re. Mhere ſo we may nor ſutter chern to reff. 

But iſſue foꝛth vpon them with freth force. 

loſ. Pp L. Pat22, diligente doth well, and ſo fo2th; 
Matters mult be loked into as they ought, indeed. 
ſhould they, when thinks are well done, they ere, 
and ſofozth, foz cauſes and things muff inderde be 
lokt into. i 

Ma, Mell ſir, we verte well tonceine your meaning, 
And you haue ſhewne yoar ſelfe a wozthle gentleinan: 
Dre that our wals be kept with courts of guard, 
And well defended againft the enemie, 

Foz we will now withdzaw vs to Guild hall, 
To take aduiſe what farther muſt be don. - Excunt, 
Enter Maſter _ and Tanc his wife. 


Shore, Be not afraid\(\weefheart)the wozlt is paſk, 


God haue the pꝛaiſe, the victo2ie is ours, 

Ve haue pꝛeuailde, the rebels are repulſde, 

And euerie ſtrette of London ſoundeth top, 

Canft thou then (gentle lane) be ſad alone 2 
lane. Jam not ſad now pou are here with me, 
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My top, my hope, my co:nfozt,and my loue, 
Mo deere, dere huſband, kindeſt Marhew ſhoare, 
But when theſe armes the circles of my ſoule, 
Allere in the fight lo fozwardas J heard, 
How could A chaſe, ſwœt heart, but be afraid: 

Sho. Why doſt than tremble now when perils paſt⸗ 

Ia. J thinke vpon the hozroz of the time, 

Vnt tell me whp pon fought ſo deſperately ? 

Sho. Firſt to maintaine King Edwards ropaltic, 
Next to defend the Cities libertie, 
But chiefly lane to keepe thee from the fople, 

Of him that to mp face did vow thy ſpople, 

{ad he pꝛeuailde, where then had bene our lines, 
Diſhonoꝛed our daughters, xauiſhed our faire wiues. 
Poſſeſt aur goods, and ſet our ſeruants ſree, 

Pet all this nothing to the loſſe of thce. 

la. Pf mee ſweet heart? why bow ſhould J be loſt: 
Mere I by thouſand ſtoʒmes of faztune toſt: 

And ſhould endare the pozeſf wꝛetched liſe, 
Pet Iane will be thy honcſt lopall wife, 
Lhe greateſt P2ince the ſunne did euer ſee, 
Shall neuer make me pꝛoue vntrue to thee: _ 

Sh. J feare not faire meanes, but a rebels foꝛce, 

Ia. Tgeſe hands ſhal make this bodie a dead coꝛſe, 
re fo2ce 02 flatterie ſhall mine honour ſtaine, 
Ch. True fame ſuruiues, when death the fleſh hath ſlatne. 


Enter an Officet from the Lord Maior. | 

Of. Sod ſane pe mailter Shore, and miſtris by pour leaue, 
Str my L. Paioꝛ lends foz pe by mee, 
And pꝛqtes pour ſpeedie p:eſence at Guildhall, 
Theres newes the rebels haue made head again, 
And haue enſconcde theniſelues vpon ileend, 
And pꝛeſently our armed men muſt out, 
Pon being Captaine of two companies 
In honour of pour valour and pour ſkill, 
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Muſt lead the vaward, God x right and with pee. 
Sh. Friend tell my Lo2d ile wait vpon him trait. 
la Friend tel my Loꝛd he does my huſband wzong, 
To (ct him loꝛmoſt in the danger till, 
Pe ſhall not go if I map haue mp will, 
S. Peace wife, no moze, friend Þ wil follow pe, Exit. 
Ia. I faith pe ſhall not, pꝛethee do not go. 
Sh. Not go ſweet heart: that were a cowards trick, 
A traitoꝛs part to ſhꝛinke when others fight, 
Enuie ſhall neuer ſap that Mathew Shoare 
The Goldſmith ſkatd, when other men went out, 
To me te his Rings and countries enemie, 
No lane gainſt all the rebels on Mileend, 
J dare alone R. Edwards right defend. 
la. If pen be ſlaine, what ſhall become of met: 
Sn. Right well my wench, mo we wil marrie ther, 
J leaue thee wozth at leaſt fiue thouſand pound. 
1a, Maͤrtie again. that woꝛd my heart doth wound, 
Jle neuer marrie, noꝛ J will not line, She weeps, 
If thou be kild, let me go with thee Mat. 
$11, Tis idle talke god lane, no moꝛe of that, 
Oo tomy Ladie Paioꝛeſſe and the re, 
As vou are ſtill companion with the beit, 
Vith them be merrie, and pꝛay foꝛ cur god ſpeed, 
la. To part from thee m verp heart doth bled, 
Excunt, 
Enter Falconbtidge with his troupes matching, 
as being at Mileend. 


Fa. Pet and we in the ſight of £p2card Trop, 
And ſucke the apze ſhe dꝛawes: our verte bzcath 
Flies from our noſtrils warme vnto the walles, 
Ve beard her bꝛiſtling ſpir es, her battled towzes, 
And pꝛoudly ſtand and gaze her in the lace, 

Loke on me, and J doubt not pe imagine, 
Py woꝛth as great as any one of pours, 
2 4 
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By koztunes, would JT baſelyfawnc on Edward, 
To be as faire as ante mans in England, 

But he that kepes pour ſoueraigne in the Tome, 
Hath ſeazde my land, and robd me of my right; 
Jama Gentleman as well as hee, 

Mhat he hath gat, de holds hy tyʒꝛannie, 

od il pou faint,oz cowardly ſhould flie, 
Tyre is no hope faʒ ante one to line, 

We heare the Londoners will leave the Cite, 

And bid vs battatle here on Pileend Oreene, 

TW hom it we vanquith,then we take the towne, 
And ride in triumph thozow Cheape to Paules, 
Che Pint is ours, Cheap, Lumbard ſtreet our owns 
The meaneſt ſouldier wealthter then a King. 

Spi. March laire ye rognes, all kings oz capknitters: 
doft chou beare Tom Falconbridge ? I pꝛe thee grant me one 
boone I ſhall aſke cyee. 

Fa. What is it Ncd+ its hard I ſhould denie thee. 

Spi. Wihbp that when we haue woune the Ci ie, as we can | 
nat chaſe but winne it, that A may haue the knighting of all 
theſe rogues and raſcalles, 

Fal. What then 

Spi. What then 2 Z oumds J ſcoꝛne pour ſcurnie wp mou⸗ 
thed, what then? now a pore take me it A fight a blow. 

Fal. Tp this is fine, go to, night whom thou wilt: 

Spi. Abo, Iknight any of them 2 Tleſ& them hangde firſt 
fo2 a compante of tattred ragged raſcalles, if I were a King, 
I would not knight one of them: 

Chub. Nhat not mee Caualero Chub? 

Spi. Yes, Jcare not if I knight thee : and pet ile ſee the! 
hangd ere ile honour thee ſo much: I care not ſo much foz the 
matter, but J would not be denide my humour, 

Fal. Uh what a peruerſe fellow arc thou Ned? 

Spi. Bo my fine Tom, mp bzaue Falconbridge, my mad 
Greeke, my luſtie Neuill: thou art a King, a Celar , & plagu 
ya thee, J lone thee not, and vet ile die with thee, 


Ent 
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Enterthe Lord Maior. Recorder, loſſeline, Shoare, 
and their Souldiours mgrching. 


Major. Sce hom tabetitou can it ſelfe, 
Pꝛuning the fearhers of ſicke diſcipline. | 
Recer. Theythinke they can outloke car truer lakes, 
$h0. Parke but theſcoznefuillere of Falconbtidge. 
Ma. I rather thinke tis feare vpon his chreke, 
Decypbers pale diturbante in his heart, 
lol. Dur comming fozth hath, well, ſay no moꝛe, 
But Gall we take veeafion,andſo foꝛth, 
Rebellion ſhould han n reſpice,chnp Lozd, 
The time hath bien. but ali ts one foz that. | 
Spi. Hob like a troupe of ranke dꝛetidden iades, 
Pou buſhie beard appearvesr 
men in the Pone, 


Andenerieonea buſh in dis mouth. | 
Soi, The nd twentie waros? nom faire betall them, 
Mouldanis on dausthougde befoze this boure, 
CTCTChere bed benen utrraſe of mutdte lanes? 
| Spi. Peace ſoldſours;they are reſdlute pou ſee, 
And nat to flattert us. no; ſauout them, 
Such haughtie fonacks ſeldome haue benc ſœne, 
„ Jmbodied in the beats of Cittizens, 
Habu ſternlym their owne peculiar ſtrength, 
Nithout the aſſiſtance ot their lingring King, 
; Did they of latereputſe vs from their walles e 
And now againe how expeditiouſly, 
And vnexpected they haue met vs here:? 
Were we moꝛe deadly incenſed then we are, 
I would not but commend their chiualrie. 

Spi. Captatne,ſhall we go challenge them to fight 2 
Sbloud we burne daylight, thetle thinke anon, 
Weare afraid to ſœ their glittering ſwoꝛds. 

Ch. Tell them they come in ſeed of pudding pies; 
And Stratfoꝛd cakes to makes a banquet here. 


Fal. Solt glue me leane, I will deniſe with wozds, 
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To weaken andabaſh their foztitude, 
Re. The baſtard offerg to come fozth my Loꝛd. 
Ma. Jam the man intend to anſwere him. 
Fa, Crosbie. | 
Ma. 
all Traitour: zounds downe with him. 
Fa. Be patient, giue me leaue I ſap to ſpeake, 
A doubt not but the traitoꝛs name ſhall reſt 
Mith thoſe that keeps their lawfull . in bonds: 
Peane time pe men of London once againe , « 
Beholdmp warlike colours are diſplaide, 
Which J haue vawd ſhal neuer be w2apt vp, 
Antill pour loftie buildings kifſe dur feet, 
Tnlcs pou grant me paſſageth2ongh pour ſtriets. 
Re. Paſſage,ſai&thon-that muſt be oꝛe our bzeaſts, 
If anp paſſage than art like to haue. 
of. My then vpon your bodics will J tread, 
nd wade th2zough ſtanding poles of pour loſt bloud. 
Sh, We know thy thzeats,andreckonthem as wind, 


Not ol ſaffecient powꝛe to ſhake a reede. 


Spi. But we ſhoke pour gates nat long agoe, 
And made pour walles to ſhake like pꝛiſh bogges. 

Chub. J, and ſo terrified pe, that not one of yt durſt come 
to fetch a pinte ot ſacke at the mouth at Biſhopſgate, no not 
koꝛ your lines, 

Tof. J but you know what followed, and ſo fo2th. 

Spi. Ctcetera? are peu there? mee thinks tbe ſight of the 
dun Bull, the Nevelshonozed creſt, ſhould make you leaue 
ror bꝛoken ſentences, and quite fozget euer to ſpeake at 
all. 

Sho. Nap then looke thou vpon our Citties armes. 

A herein is a bloudie dagger, that is it, 
Ahere with a rebell line to Falconbridge, 
Had his dolert,meetc foꝛ his trecherte, 

Can vou behold that, and not quake foz feare⸗ 

Re, Dince when, it is ſucceſſiueiꝑ decreed, * 
e raikozs 
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CTraitoꝛs with vs ſhall neuer better pede. 
Spi. Captatnc and fellow ſoldiers talke no moze, 
But dꝛaw pour meaning foꝛth in downright blows. 


Falcon. Sound then alarum. 
Maior. Do the like foz vs, and where the right is, 
there attend ſucteſſe. 

Ioſ. Stay and be better aduilde, why countrimen, 
Mhat is this Falcoobridge pou follow ſo: 

JI could inffruc ysn,butpon. know my mind, 
And Falcoabridge what are theſc ruſticalles, 
Thou ſhauldT repoſe ſuch confidense in glaſſe, 
Shal J tnfozmetheezno,thon art wiſe mougd, 
Edward of Pozke delaies the time pon ſay, 
Therefo:e her will not come, imagine ſo, 
Che Citties weake, bold that opinion mul, 

And pour pꝛetence King Henries libertie. 

True, but as how:Hhall à declare pon? no. 
What thtꝰpoule fight, a gods name take pour choife, 
I canno moꝛe but giue pou mine aduiſe. 

Fal. A way with this parentheſes of wo2ds, 
Crosbie courage thy men, and on this greene, 
TWhoſe cauſe is right, let it be quickly ſcene. 

Maior. J am as readie as thou canſt delice, 

On then a Gods name. 


They fight, the rebels driue them backe : ther, 
Enter Falconbridge and Spicing. 


Fal. This was well fought, now Spicing liſt to me. 
The Cittizens thus haning ginen vs ground, 
And therefoze ſomewhat daunted,take a band 
Of Eſſex ſouldigurs, and with all the ſpeede 
Thou poſlibly canſt make, withdꝛab thy ſelfe. 
And get between the Cittie gates and them. 

Spi. Oh bꝛaue Tom Neuill, gallant Falconbridge, 
Ayme at thy intended pollicte, | 
This 
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This is thp meaning, whtle thou art tmploide, 
And holdſt them battalle here on Plileend Oecrne, 
I muſk pꝛouide as harbenger befoze, 
There be not onelyclecre and open paſſage, 
But the beit marchants houſes to recrine 
Us and our retine w, Jam p2oud of that, 
And will not dæpe vpon thy iuſt commaund. 
Fal. Away then J will follow as A map, 
And doubt not but that ours will be the day. 
Aſter ſome excurſions enter Lord Maior and 
Maſter Sboare. 

Ma. Ale bane recouered what befo2e we loſk, 
And hrauen ſtands with —.— of our cauſe, 
But this J noted in the fight tuen now, 

That part of this pr crew is ſent, 

By what direction, o: hat intent, 

I cannot gheſſe, but — * the wozft, 

And as it (mes, they tompaſſe it about, 

To hemme vs in, oz get the gate of vs, 
And thereloꝛe Coſin Shoare, as I repoſe 

Truſt in thy valour and thy lopaitie, 
Dꝛaufoꝛththꝛe hundzed bowmen, and ſome pikes, 
And pꝛeſently encounter their aſſault. 

Sho. J haut pour meaning, and effect mp Lozd, 

A truſt ſhall diſappoint them of their hope, 


Aſteran alarum, EnterSpicing with a drum 

and certaine Soldiours. 
Spi. Come on my harts, we will be kings to nigdt⸗ 
Carouſe in Gold, and ſle pe with marchants wines, 


While their poze huſbands loſe their lines abzoad, 
Ve are now quite behind our enemies backs, 

And theres no let o2 hindzance in the way, 

But we map take poſſeſſion of the towne , 

Ah yon mad rogues, this is the wiſhed doure, 
Follow pour leader, and be reſolute. 
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As he marcheth, thinking toenter Shoare and his ſouldiours iſſue 
forthand repulle him, after excurſions, wherein the rebels are 
diſperſt. Eater Maior, Reco, Shoa. loſſeline, and a Meſſenger 
talking Vith the Maiot. 

Ma. T, my god friend, ls certiſie his grace, 

The Rebels are diſperſed all and fled, 

And now his Yighnes metes with victozle. Eri Mel: 

Marſhall your ſelues, and k&pe in god arap : 

To adde maze glozie to this victozie: 

The King in perſoncommeth to this place, 

How great an honour haue pou gainde to day? 

And how much is this Citie famde fo; ener, 

Chat twiſe without the belpe,epther of King, 

©} any,but of God, and our 6wne ſelues, 

TUehbane pzeuailde our countries foes: 

Thankes to his maieſtie aſſiſted vs, 

Who alwates helps txneſublecs in their need. 


The Trumpets ſound,chen enters king Edward, L. How. 
Sellenger andche traine, 


King. Where le Lozd Paloz? 

— Here dꝛead Soueraigne. 
J hold no Lozdſhip nog no dignitie, 
In p2eſence of my gracions Lozd the King, 

But all J humble at your highnes fete, 
With the moſt happie conqueſt of pz0ud rebels, 
Diſpearſt and fled,that now remaines no doubt, 
Ok euer making headto vere vs moe. 

King. Pou haue not cane the baſtard Falcoabtidge: 
* is he flaine 2 

Ma. Neither my gracious Loꝛd. 

Although welabourd to our vttermoſt, 
Det all our care came over ſhozt, | 
Fo2 appꝛehending him oz Spicing eyther ” 
But — are taken, others on pzoffered grace 


Ye&bdev 
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Peelded themſelnes , and at pour mertie ſtand. 

k. Thanks god L. Batoz, pou may condemmne vs 
Ok to much ſlacknes in ſuch vꝛgent nced: 
But we aſlure you on our ropall woꝛd. 

Do ſoone as we had gathered vs apower, ' 
We dallied not, but made all haſt we could, 
What oꝛder haue pe tane fo; Falconbridge, 
And his confederates in this rebellion? 

Ma. Under pour leaue my Liedge. we haue pzoclaqny 
Who bꝛingeth Falconbridge aliue oꝛ dead, 
Shall be requited with a thonſand markes, 
As much foꝛ Spicing, others of leſſe wozth 
At eaſier rates are ſet. 

K. Well haue ye done, 
And wee will ſee it paid from our Ercheguer. 
Now leaue we this and come to you, 
That haue ſo well deſerude in theſe affaires, 
Atfatres, I meane of ſo maine conſcquence. 
Aneele do wne and all of pou recetue in ficld, 
The honoꝛ pou haue merited in field. 

There he dra ves his ſword and knights them. 
Ariſe Sir lohn Crosbie, L. Pato2 of 1 night. 
Ariſe vp Dir Ralph Tofſeline knight. 
_ Bie Thomas Vrſwicke dur Recozder of * and 
ight. 

Now tell me which is G. Sboare. 

Ma. This ſame my L o2d, 9 0 
And hand to hand he fought with Falconbridge, 

King. Shoate knœle thou downe. 

What call pee elſe his name: 
Recor. His name is Mathew Shoare my Loꝛd. 

K. Shoare, whp kneeleſt thon not, and at thy Sottetaſqnes 
hand receiue thy right 2 

Shoare, Pardon me gracious Lo2d, 
I do not ſtand contemptuous 02 deſpiſing, 
Such . fauour of my Soueraigne, 


Wut 


— ———— —— ! 
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But to acknowledge mine vnwozthines: 
Farre be it from the thought of Mathew Shoare, 
That he ſhould be aduanc de with Aldermen, 
CUith our L. Pato, ⁊ our right graue Necozder. 
Il any thing hath bene perfo2mbe by me, 
That map deſerne peur Higbnes mean it reſped, 
J haue inough, and IJ deſire no moꝛe, 
Then let me crane that I may haue no moꝛe. 
King. Mell, be it as thou wilt, ſome other way 
Te will deniſe toquittance thy deſerts, 
And not to faile therein vpon mp woꝛd. 
ou let me tell pe all my friends at once, 
Your King is married, ſince pon ſaw him latt, 
And haſte to helpe you in this ne drull time, 
ade me on ſudden to foꝛſake mp bzide. 
But ſ&tng all things are fallen out ſo well, 
And there remaines no further doubt of ill, 
Let me entreate you would goe bote pour ſelues, 
And bing pour Ring a little on his way. 
Hob ſap vou my L oꝛd, ſhall it be ſo? 
Ma. Row God foꝛ bid but that my Loꝛd the King 
Should al waies haue bis Subſects at command. 
loſ. Foꝛbid quotha? J in god ſadnes, your mate- 
ſte ſhall finde vs al waies readie, and ſo fo2th. 
King, Why then ſet lo: ward Gentlemen, 
And come L,Patoz,J muſt conferre with you. 
Excunt. 
Enter Falconbridge and (| {picing with their wes- 
pons1ntheir 
pi. Art thon ther man whole vid oꝛies dzawn at ſea, 
Fild enerie heart with terroꝛ of thy name: 
Art thou that Neuill whom we toke thee foz 2 
Chou art alowſe, thou baſtard Falconbridge? 
Zhou baſer then a baſtard, in whoſe birth 
The very dꝛegs of ſeruitudc appeares, 
Why tell me, liner of ſome rotten ſherpe, 
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After by thy allurements we are bzonghe, 

Co vndertake this courſe, after thy pꝛomiſes 
Ok many golden mountatnes to euſue, 

Is this the greateſt comfo2t thou canſt giue: 
Haſt thou inſnarde our hedles feet with death, 
And bꝛought vs to the Jebbet ofdcfame, 

And now do'ft bid vs ſhift and ſaue our ſelues: 
No crauen were I ſure J ſhould he tane, 

I would not ſtirre my feete, vntili this hand 
Had venged me on thee foz miſguid ing vs. 

Fal. Oppꝛobꝛious villaine, ſtable excrement, 
That neuer dꝛeamſt ol other mauhood pet, 
But how to terke a hozſe, vatill nip wozds _ 
Anfuſde into thee reſolutions fire, 

Controlſt thou me fo2 that wherein thy ſelle, 
Art onelythe occaſionof miſhap? 
Madſt thou and they fwd to it as well as A, 
The day had beene our obne, and London now, 
Chat laughes in triumph, ſhould haue wept in teares, 
But being backt by ſuch faint har ted ſlaues 
Ho maruaite if the Lion go to wzacke, 
As though it were not incident to Kjngs, 
Sometime to take repulſe. mine ia no meze: 
Noz is not fo2 that muddte bzaine of thine 
Co tutoꝛ me how to digeſt my loſſe. 
Then lie with thole that are alreadie fled, 
Oz ſtap behind, and hang all but the head. 
Spi. Oh pzetudice to Spicings conquering name, 
Whoſe valoꝛ euen the hacks this ſwoꝛd has made 
Upon the flint, and yꝛon barregat Aldgate: 
A ie mouthes wil publiſh whiles the City ſtands 
That I ſhzunke backe* that I was neuer ſeene 
To ſhew mp manly ſpleene, but with a whipz 
I tell thee Falconbridge the leaſt of theſe, 
Do challenge bloud befoze they be appeaſde, 
Fal. Away yeſcoundzell, tempt nat my reſolue, 


KingEdward the fourth. 


The courage that ſuruines in Falconbridpe, 
Scoznes the tneounter of fo baſe a dzidge. 

Spi. By the pure temper of this ſwoꝛd of mine, 
By this true fleſh and bloud that gripes the ſame, 
And by the honour A did winne of late, | 
Againf thoſe froſtie bearded Citizens, 

It ſhall be tride befoze we do depart, 
Whether accuſeth other wzongfully, - 

Oz which of vs two is the betterman, 

Fal. I ſhall but quit the Hangman of a labour, 

Pet rather then to be vybꝛaided thus, b 
Che Eagle once will ſtope to fedeontarrion. _ 

Ch. Hold if ye be men, il not, hold as pe are: rebels + fro 
tberues: J bing you newes el a pꝛoclamatton, the ang batu 
pꝛomiſed that whoſoener tan bzing the head of Falc onbridge, 
oꝛ Spicing,ſhal haue foz his labour a thonſand crownes, wha{ 
meane you thento ſwagger ? ſane pour lelues. | 

Spi. This pꝛaclamation comes tri appte time, 

Ile vanquiſh Falconbeidge,and with this ſwozd 

Cut off his head, ann beare it to the Ring, 
So not alone ſhall J be pardoned, 15 
But haue the thouſand crownes is pꝛomiſev z 

Fal. This raſcall was oꝛdainde to ſane my life; 
Foz now when J haue onerthzowne the wꝛetch, 
Cuen with his head ile y&eld me to the King, 

Bis pꝛincety wozd is paſt to pardon mee, 
And though A were the chiefe in this rebellion, 
Pet this will be a meanes to make inp peace. 

Ch. Oh that g knew how to betray them both 
Fal. How ſaiſt thou Spi. wilt thou vteld th ſelłe: 
Foz I haue vowde eyther aline oꝛ dead 
To bꝛing thee to King Edward? £5 8 
Spi. And J haue vowde the like by thee; 
How will theſe two bad contrarics agree? 
Chub. And I the ſame by both _ 
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Fi. Come iir ſle quickly rid vou ot that care. 
Spi · And what thou lotteſt me, ſhall be thy ſhare. 
Chub. Here comes a miller, helpe to part the fray, 
Cbeſe are the rebels Falconbridge and Spicing, 
The woꝛſt of them is woꝛth a thouſand crownes. 
Mill. Marrie andſuch a botie ſhould J haue, 
Submit, ſubmit, it is in vaine 0 . Exit Fal. 
Spi. Whp what art thou + 7 
Mill, One that will amper 
But whats the other that is fled away? 
Chub, Oh miller, that was Falconbridge, 
And thts is Spic ing bis companion. 
Spi. J tell ther miller thou haſt berne the meanes, 
To hinder the moſt charitable dd, 9 Je | 
What euer honeft Chʒiſtian undertooke. 
Chub. Thou tanſt bearc nie witnelle I had tane 
Chat moſt notoꝛious re bell but foz bim. 
M. But J baue taken the, and the wozld knowcs, 
That Spicing is as bad as who is beſt. 
Spi. Why thon miſtakſt, Jam a true ſubied. 
Chub. Miller he& lies, be ſure to hold him laſt. 
Spi. Doſt thou accuſe me: appzehend him tw, 
Foꝛ hees as guiltie as anꝝ of vs. 
Mill. Come pou ſhall both togither anſwere it, 
Befoze my Lo2d Maio, and here he comes. 
Enter Lord Maior, Ioſſeline, and other attendants. 
Ma. Sir Ralph loſſeline, haue pou euer ſin a Pꝛince moꝛe al- 
fable then Edward is? what merry talke he had vpon the way 
Ioſ. Doubtleſſe my Lo2d hæle pzwue aropal King, 
But how naw what are theſe? 
Mill. Gcd ſane pour honour, 
Bere Ipꝛelent vnto you my Loꝛd Paioz, 
A paire of rebels, whom J did eſpie 
As I was buſie arinding at my mill, 
And taking them ſoz vagrant idle knaues, 
Chat had beſet ſome trueman from his houſe, 
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7 came to kepethbc peace, hut afterward, 
Found that it was the baſtard Falconbridge, 
And this his mate together by the cares, 
The one, foꝛ all that I could doo, eſcapte, 
The other ſtandeth at your mercie here. 
Ma. It is the re bell Spicing. 
Spi. It is indeed 
J ſee pouare nat blind, you kuo u mee then. 
Ma. Mel miller, thou haſt done a ſubicgs part, 
And wozthilp deſeruſt that recompence 
Is pudblikely pzoclatmed by the King, 
But whats this other: Ihanceſ&@ne bis face, 
And as I take it, he is one of them. 
Mill. I muff confeſſe, Jtoke them both togither, 
Dee ayded me to appꝛehend the reſt. 
Chub. A telles yay ttue my Loꝛd, J am Chub the 
Chaundler,and J curſe the time that euer J ſaw their 


| 


faces,fo2 i cheꝝ had nut been, I bad liude an honeſt 


man in mine owa countrie and neuer come to this, 
dpi. Out rogue, doſt thou recant foz feare of death? 
I Paſoz,J am he that ſought to cut your thzgate, 
And ſince J haue miſcaried in the fact, A 
Ile ne&re denie it,da the wo: ſt pou can. 
Ma. 1Bzinghim away, be ſhall haue martiall law, 
and at the next tree we do come bnto, 
Be hangde to rid the woꝛld of ſuch a wꝛetch. 
Miller thy dutie ts a thouſand markes, 
which muſt be ſharde bet wirt ther and this poꝛe fel: 
low, that did reue ale him. And ſtrra, pour life is ſaude 
on this condition, that pou hang vp Spicing, hob ſaiſt 
thou. wilt thou do it? 
Chub, Mill I doe it: what a queſtion is that: 


J would hang him iſ he were q ſather to ſaue mine own life. 
Ma. Then when pte haue dene it, come home to my houſc, 


and there ve trulp ſhall haue pour reward. 
Spi. Mell ſirra, then thou muſt be mp hangman : 
| | c 
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Chub. J by mp troth ſtr,foz fault of a better. 
Spi. Mell, commend me ts little um, and pꝛay her to re- 
Ae pande hoſe, thep lie at the blew Boe foz elenen 
pente, and if my hoſtelle wil haue the other odde penie, tell her 
the is a damned bawde, and there is no truth in her ſcoze. 

Chub. Take no thought fir ſoʒ pour pande hole, they are 
lowſic,andnot woztbthe redeeming. 

Spi. There is a Conſtable ſtickes in mp minde, he got mp 
won from me, that night J hould dane killed blacke Ralph, 
if J had liude, A would haue bene meete with hun. 

Chub. J ſir, but heres a thing ſhall take an oꝛder foz that. 

Spi. Commend me to blacke Luce, bouncing Belle, + luſt 
Nate, and the other pꝛetie mo2ſels of mans fleſh. Farewell 
Pinke and Pinneſſe, Flibote, and Caruell, Turnbull, and 
Spittle, J die like a man. 

Chub. Oh Captaine Spic ing, thy vaine intic ing, 
bꝛought me from mp trade, 

From god candles making, to this paines taking, 

arebcll to bemade, 
Therefoze NedSpicicing,toquit thy cnticing, 

this mult beghv bope, 
By one ol bp ſellowes,to be ledto the Gallowes, 

to end ma rope. Exeunt 

Enter Hobs the Tanner of Tamworth? 

Hobs, Dudeeon, doſt thou heare, loke well to Bꝛockem 
mare, dꝛiue Dunne and her faire and ſoftly downe the hill, 
and take herde the thoꝛnes teare not the hoꝛne of mp Cow 
hides, as thou goeſt necre the hedges : ha what ſaift thou 
knaue: is the Bulles hide downe? why lap it vp again, what 
care J: Ne meete thecat the ſtile, and helpe to ſct all ſtraight, 

And pet Godhclpe, its a croked woꝛld, and an vnthzift ie, fo 
ſome that haue nere a ſhoe, had rather go barefote, then buy 
clou:- leather to mend the old, when they can buy ns new, fo! 
they haue time inouqh to mend all, they ſit ſo long bet weene 
the cup and be wall, well God amend them, God amende 
them. Let me ſec by mp executoz hecre , my leather —_ 

* 
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what I bane taken, what I haue ſpent, what I haue gained. 
what J haue loſt, 4 what I haue laid cut: my taking is moze 
the my ſpending,fo2 heres ſtoze left. I haue ſpent but a groat, 
a penie foʒ mp two iades, a penie to the pwze, a pente pot of 
ale, and a penie cake fozmyman and me, a dicker of Cowe⸗ 
hides coſt mee. 
Here enter the Queene & Ducheſſe with theirriding rods, 
vnpinning their masks, Hobs goes forward. * 

Dnatles who comes here? miſtris Ferries, oz miſtris what 
tall ye her? Put vp lohn Hobs,monep tempts beauty. 

Du. Mell met gad fellow, ſaweſt thou not the hart ; 


Ho. My heart? God blelle me from ſering my beart. 


Du. Thy heart? the dare man, we demaund the decre. 

Hobs. Do pon demaund whats dere? mary cozne and co 
hides, Paſſe a god ſmug laſſe, well line my daughtcr Nell, Y 
had rather then a bend ol leather ſhee and I might ſmutch to⸗ 
gither. 

Dutcheſſe. Camft thou not downe the wad? 

Hobs, Pes miſtris that J did. 

Dutch. And ſawf thou not the deere (mbaſk? 

Hobs. By mp ho pe make me „ what the dickens is 
ſtloue that makes pe pꝛate to me ſo fondly, bp my lat hers ſoule 
J would J had iobd faces with pou, 

Huntſm. TUhy how now Hob; ſo ſaucie with tbe Dutcheſle 
and the Qucene: 

Hobs, uch Queene J frow, theſe be but women, and one 
of them is line my wench , 4 would the had her rags, A 
would giue a load of batre and hoznes,anda fat of leather,to 
match her to ſome iuſtice, by the meg hollie. 

2. Huntſm. Be ſilent Tanner, and aſke pardon ofthe Queen. 

- Hobs, And pe be the Qucene, J crie ye mercic god miſtris 
Queene, 

Queen. Nofault my friend, Madam lets take dur bowes, 
And in the ſtanding ſeeke to get a ſhate. 

8 Come bende our bowes, and bzing m= yet de of 
re. Keinn. 


C3 Hobs. 
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Hobs. God ſend tr god ſtanding, and good ſtriking, and fat 
fleſh, ſ if all Gentle women be not aitke when their blacke 
faces be on, I toe the QMaene, as Jam true Tanner, foz 


miſtris Ferris. 
Enter Sellengerand Howard in Greene, 


Hobs. Soft, who comes bere,moze knaut pet? 

Sel. Vo good ſellow, ſa wit thou not the Bing ? 

Hobs. No good flow, JſawnoKing, which King dooſt 
thou aſue foꝛ. 

How. dd hy Ring Edward, what Ring is there elſe? 

Hob. Thcres another King and pe could hit on him, one 
Hartie, one Harrie, and by our Ladie thcp ſap,hres the honeſtet 
man ok the two. 

Sel. Sirta beware yon ſpeake not treaſon. 

Hob. What if doe? 

Sell. Then thoult be hangde. 

Hob. A dogs death, tle not meddle with it, foz by mptroth 
J know not when J [peake treaſon, when J do not, theres 
ſuch halting betwirt two Ktngs, that a man cannot goe vp- 
right, but he ſhal offcad tone of them, J would God had them 
both fo2 mc. 

How, Mell, thou ſawff not the King? 

Heb. Ao, is he in the countrie? 

How, Oces hunting here at Drayton Baſſet. 

Hob. The deuill he is, God bleſſe his Maſterſhip: Iſabo a 
woman here that they ſatd was the Quer ne, ſha«s as like mp 
daughter, but my daughter is the fairer, as euer I le, 

Sell. Fare well fellow, ſpeake well of the King, Exeunt. 

Hob. God make him an honeſt man, J hope thats weil ſpo⸗ 
ken, foꝛ byth mouſe foot, ſome giue him hard wozds, whether 
be zerues vm oꝛ not,. let him looke to that, ile meddle of my 
to hide, and let the woꝛld ſlide, 

Enter the king diſguiſed. 
The diuell in a dung cart, how theſe royſters (warme in the 
teuntrie no'p the Aing is ſo ncere? God liuer me from this, 
fo; this la dte like a theele, but àa man cannot tell _—__ 
thele 
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theſe Courtnoles whole true. 

k. Ed. Holla mp friend, good fellow pꝛe thee ſtay, 

Hob. Noſuch matter, I haue moꝛe haſte oſ my way. 

Kk. Ed. At᷑ thou be a good fellow, let me bozrow a woꝛd. 
Hob. Pp purſe thou meaneſt, J am no good fellow, and J 
zap God thou beeſt not one. 

X. Ed. TUhy? doſt thou not lone a good fellow? 

Hobs, Mo. good fellowes be theeues. 

K. Ed. Doſt thou thinke J am one? 

Hob. Thought is fre, and thou art not mp ghoſtly father, 

Kk. Ed. I meane th no harme. 

Hob, Who knowes that but thy ſelſe? I pꝛay God he ſpte 
not my purſe. 

K. Ed. On mptroth Imeane (hee none. 

Hob. Upon thy oth ile ſtay: nom, what ſaiſt thon to me? 
Speake quickly, foz my compante ſtaics foz me beneath at the 
next ſtile. 

K Ed. The Ring is hunting hereabonts , didit thou ſee his 
Paieſtie? 

Hob. Hts maieſtie, whats that? his hoʒ e, oꝛ his mare? 
Ed. Luſh, J meane his Grace. 

Hob. Grace quotha? pzay God he haue ang: which Uing 
doſt thou quire 103? 

k. Ed. Aby foz Ring Edward, knoboſt thon anie mo2e 
kings then once? 

Hob. I know not ſo manp foꝛ I tel ther I know none,maTr- 
tie J heare of Ling Edward, 

K. Ed. Didſt thou ſee his Highneſſeꝰ 

Hob. By my hollidame, thats the beſt tearme thou nauft 
him pet, hes high inough, but hee has put pooze 1 Harric 
low inough. 

R. Ed. Hob low hath he pat Him? 

Hob, Nav, J cannot tel, but he has put him down, foꝛ he has 
dot the crowne,much good daot him withit. 

K. Ed. Amen, Alike tho talk ſo wel, 5 would Jknew fy name. 
Hob. Doft on net know mee? 
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Hobs, Then thou knoweft no bodie : didſt neuer heare of 
John Hobs the Tanner of [amworth? 
K Ed. ot till now J pꝛomiſe thee, but now IJltke thee wel. 
Hobs. Oo do not Itbee, I feare thou art ſome out · xider, that 
liues by taking of purſes here on Baſſecs heath, but I feare the 
nat, fo2 ] haue wared all mp money in Co whides, at Coleſill 
market, and iny man x mp mare are hard by at the hill fote. 
K. Ed. 3g that thy grey mare thats tide at the tile with the 
hives on her backe: 
Hobs, Thats Bꝛocke my mare, and theres Dunne my nag, 
and Dudgcon my man. 
K. Ed. Zhcres neither man noz hoꝛſe, but onely one mare. 
Hob. Gads blew budkin, has the knanc ſerud me ſo? fare wel, 
4 map loſe hides, hoꝛns, and mare x all, by pꝛating with thee. 
K. Ed TLatry man, tarrp, theile ſoner take mp gelding then 
thy graymaxe, foꝛ I haue tide mine by her. 
Hobs, Chat will J ſee afoze ile take pour wozd. 
K. Ed. Tic beate th tompanic. 
Hob... J had as lieue go alone: Exeunt. 
Eater the two huntſmen againe with the Bowes. 
1 Huntſ. How on my troth the Queene ſhoots paſſing wel. 
2 Huntſ. So did the Putchefſe when ſhe was as young. 
1. Huntſ. Age ſhakes the hand, and ſhots both wide xſho2t: 
2. Huntſ. That haue thev giuen vs? 
1. Huatſ. Sixe roſe nobles iuſt: 
2. Huntſ. The Qucene gaue foure. 
1. Huntſ. Ttue, and the Dutcheſſe twaine. 
2 Huntſ. O were we euer lo paide foꝛ our painz. 
1. Huntſ. Tut, had the Uing tome, as they ſaid he would, he 
would haue rainde vpon vs ſhow2es of gold. 
2 Hunc!, Ahoy he is hunting ſome wherc here about, lets 
fr ſt go dꝛmke, and then go ſeeke bim out, Excunt, 
Enter King Edwardagaine, and Hobs. 


K. Ed Tow (ailt thou Tanner, wilt thou take wp cont⸗ 
ſcr fo2 thy marc? Hs 
| [10Ds, 
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Ho. Courſer callſt thou himꝰſo ill mought I fare, tyylnittilh 


' fade will neuer abide, to carrymy lettzer, my hoꝛnes no; hide. 


But if 4 were om to ſcoʒce, what bote wouldſt thou gtue 
ce 2 ** 
K Ed. Har bote.thats bote wozthie, A loke fo: bot ot the. 
Hob. Ma, ha, amerrie Jigge, why man, Bꝛoche mp mare 
ano wes ha and ree, and will ſtand when Icrie ho, and let me 
get vp and do wne, and make water when I doe. 
Ed. He giue tet a Noble if I lie her pace, lap thy Cow⸗ 
bides in my ſaddle, and lets log towards Dꝛayton. 
Hob. Tf's oat of my map, but I begin to like thee well. 
Ed. Thou wilt like me better betoꝛe we doe part, 
IJ p2zapthee tell mee, what ſap they of the King? 
Hob. Oft the kings thonmean'f,art thou no blab ik I telthe. 
Ed. IftheKingknow't not nom, bee ſhall neuer know it 
fo; mee . 
Hob. Maſſe they ſap King Harrie's a very aduowtrie man. 
— 4 A denout man, and whats Bing Edward? 
Hees afranke franion, a mcrric companion, andloucs 
x wench well they fap he has marricd a poʒe widdow becauſe 


ſhecs ſaire. 


King, Doſt thou like him the wozſc fo; that? 

Hov. No by mpeckcns, but tbe better, foz thongh 3 bee x 
platicc Tanner, J lone a fatre lafſe mp ſclfe. 

King. Pze thee tell mee, how loue they King Edward? 

Hob. Fatth as poꝛe folks loue hollidaies, glad to haue them 
now and then, but to haue them come to often, will vnde 
them, ſo to ſe the king no w and then tis comfozt, bat euerie 
day would begger vs, and J map tothe, we feare wee ſhalbe 
troubled to lend him no money, foz we doubt bees but nerdie. 


King. Mouldſt thou lend him no money il he ſhonldnecde? 
Hob. By mp hallidome ves, be ſhall haue halle mp ſtosc, 
and ile lell ſole leather to helpe him to moꝛe. 
King. Faith whether loueſt thou better Harry g2 Edward. 
Hob. Nap, thats corinfel,q two may keep it, i one be away. 
Kin. Shal A ſap my conſcience? I think Harry is the N 
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Hob. Art aduiſde of that: Harrie's of the old honſe of Lit 
calder, and that pꝛogenitie do J loue. 
. And thou dof not hate the honſe of Pozke? 

H. Whpno,fo2 I am iuſt a kin to Sutton Mind- mill, I 
can grinde which way fo ere the wind blow, if it bte Harrie 7 
can (ay wel fare Lancaſter, if it be Edward J can ſing,Pozke, 
Pozke foz my monie. 

Kin. Thou art of my mind, but J ſap Harrie is the lata 
. Ed ward is but an vſurper, and a foole and a co- 
rd 


H. Nay there thou lyeſt, he has wit inough, and courage 
inough, doſt thou not ſpeake treaſon? 

King. J, but J know to whom I ſpeake it. 

Hod. Doſt thou? well if J were Conftable, J ſhoulde de 
fo:\wozneif I (ct thetz not in the ſtockes foz tt. 
King. Mell let it go no further, fo: J did ſerue King Harte 
and I loue him beſt, though now J ſerue King Edward, 

Hob. Thou art the arranter knaue to ſpeake ill of thy ma 
ter, but firra whats thy name, what office baſt thou : and 

what wil the Ring doe fo2 thee z | -F 

King. Pp name is Ned, J amthe Rings Butler, and be wil 
do moꝛe fo; me, then foꝛ any Noble man in the Court. 

Hob. The diucl he wil, hees the moꝛe fle, and ſo ile tel him, 
tere J ſee him, J would J might ſee him in mp poꝛe houſe 
at Zamwozth. 

K. Ga with me to the Court and ile bꝛing thee to the king, 
t what ſute ſo ere thou haue to him, tile warrant the to ſpate 

H. T ha nothing to do at Court, ile home with my cowhids, 
and if the ing will come to me he (hall be welcome. | 

K. Haſt thou no ſute touching thy trade, to tranſpoꝛt hides 
oꝛ ſell leather onelp in acertainc cirtuite, oꝛ about Barke, 0; 
ſuch like, to haue letters pattents: | 

H. By the Paſſe and the Pattens I like not thoſe }2al- 
tents, ſirra they that haue them, doe as the Pꝛieſts did in old 
tune, bup and ſell the ſinnes of the people, la they make the 


Ring belcene they inend whats amille, and foz money = 
ma 
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make the thing wozſe then it is, theres another thing in ta, 
the mo2 is the pitie: 

K. What pittie lohn Hobs ? I pꝛe the ſap all. | 
Hobs, Faith tis pittie that one ſubica Gould haue in his 
hand that might do good to many th2ough the land. 

K. Oateſt thon me ſo Tanner: well lets caſt lots whether 
thou ſhalt go with me to Dꝛapton, oꝛ I go home with thce to 
Tamworth. 

H. Lot me no lotting, ile not goe with thee, if thou wilt go 
with me, cauſe thart mp Leiges man (and pet J tyinke bes 
bas manp honeſter) thou ſhalt bee welcome to ohn Hobs, 
thou ſhalt be welcome to biefe and bacon, and perhaps a bag⸗ 
pudding, and my daughter Nell ſhall pop a poſſell vpon thee 
when thou goſt to bed. | 

K. Heres my hand, ile but gs 4 ſec the King ſeru de, and fle 
be at home as ſone as thy ſclfe. | 

H. Daſt thou hcare me Ned? if I ſhallbe thy hoſt, 

Panke haſte thou art beſt, foꝛ feare thou kiſſe the Pott. 
Exit, Hobs, 

K. Farewell lohn Hobs,the hanc@ true Tanner 
Iſee plame men by obſeruation, a 
Of things that alter in the chaunge of times, 
Do gather knowledge, and the meaneſt life, 
Þ:opozrioned with content ſufficiencie, ü 
Is merier then the mightie ſtate of Rings. F Enters How, 
Dow now? what newes bzing pe firs, | an Sellinger, 
Wiheres the Nucenc? 

Sel, Her Highnes and your mother my dꝛead Lozd, 

Are both inuited by Sir Humphrey Bowes, 
Where they entend to feaſt and lodge this night, 
And ds expect pour Graces pzeſence there. 

K. TomSellinger I haue other buſines: 2 
Aſtray from pou and all my other traine, 2 
Imet a Tanner, ſuch a merrie mate, | 
Do frolicke, and ſo full of good conceit, 


Chat I haue giuen my wozd ta be his gueſt, 


Becauſe 
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Becauſe he knowes me not to be theKing : 
God Coſen Howard grudge not at the feſt, 
-But greete mp mother and my wife from mee, 
Bid them be merrie, I muft haue mp humoꝛ, 
Let them both ſup and ll pe when they ſee time, 
Commend me kindlp to Dir Humphrey Bowes, 
Cell him at bꝛeaketaſt J will viſite hum. 
This night Tom Sellinger and I muſt feaſt 
With Hobs the Tanner, there plaine Ned q Tom. 
No King noz Scllinger fo; a thouſand pound. 
a Meſſenger booted with letters, and 
kneeling giues them to the King. 

How. The Queen 4 Dutches will be diſcontent, 

Becauſe his Oighnes comes not to the ſcaſt. 
Sel. Sir Humphrey Bowes map take the moſt concett, 

But whats the ud be King will haue his pleaſure⸗ 

King. Godnewesmy bopes, Harric the ſixt is de ad, peruſe 
that letter: ſirra, dꝛinke you that, giues his purſe, and ſtay not 
but poſte backe againe foꝛ life, and thanke mp bzother Gloſter 
fo2 dis newes , commende me to him ile ſec him to moꝛrow 
night. Bow like pee it ſirs: Exit Meſſenger. 

Sel. O paſſing well my Liege, you may be merrie foz thel 
happie newes. 

King. The merrier with our hoſt the Tanner Tom, 

Dy Lo2d fake pou that letter ta the Ladies, 

Bidde them be merrie with that ſecond courſe, 

And if wee ſee them not befoze wee goe, 

ÞP2av them to iournep eaſily after vs, 

Merle poſt to London, ſo god night mp Lo2d. Exeunt. 
Enter Hobs and his daughter Nell. 

Hobs. Come Nell, come daughter, is pour hands and your 
face waſhed: 

Nell. J foꝛſoth Father, 

Hob. Pee muſt bee cleanely J tell pee, foꝛ there comes a 
Courtnole hithcr to night, the kings maſterſhips Butler, 
Ned, a ſpꝛuce pouth , but beware pc be not in lone na? — 
taken 
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taken by him, foz Courtiers be ſlipperie lads. 

Nell. No fo;ſaoth father. 

Hobs, Gods bleſſing on thee, that halfe yeres ſcholing at 
Liechfield, was better to thee then houſe and land, it bas put 
ſuchmanners into thee A fo:\ath and no fo:ſoth at encrie 
woz2d,yee haue a cleane ſmocke on. like your WO bell 
is ſupper readie: 

Nell. I fozſoth father. 

Hobs. Haue wee a good barlep bagpudding, en 
Bacon, a good cow heele, a hard cheeſe, and a bzowne loafe. 

Nell. All this fozſoth, and moze,pee ſhall haue a poſſet, but 
indeed the rats haue ſpoyled pour hard cheeſe. 

Hobs. ob the diuell choake them, ſo they haue eate mee 
a farthing candle the other night. 

Dudgeon within. What maiſter maiſter. 

Hobs. Þownow knaue, what ſaiſt thou Dudgeon ? 

Dud. Heres gueſts come, wheres Hellen? 

Hobs. What gneſfs be they: 

Dud. A conrtnole,one Nedthe kings Butcher be ſapes,and 
his friends tw. 

Hobs, Ned the kings butcher? ba ha, the kings butler, take 
their hoꝛſes, and walke them, and bid them come neare houſe, 
Nell lap the cloth, and clap ſupper oth bod. Exit Nell. 

Enter King Edward and Sellenper. 
Mas heres Ned indeed and another miſpzoud Ruffian, 
Welcome Ned, I like thy boneſtie, thou keepeſt pꝛomiſe. 
K. Ed. I faith honeſt Tanner, ile euer kee ppʒomiſe with the, 
pꝛe thee bid my friend welcome. 

Hobs, By mp troth pe are both welcome to Tamwoozth: 
=—_ I know not pour name. | 
Sel. Pp name is Tom Twill? 

Hobs. Beleene pe that lift : but ve are welcome both, and 
Alike yon both well but fo; one thing. | 
Sel. Whats that? 
Hobs, Nay that I keepe to my ſelfe , foz I ſigh to ſeeand 
thinke,that pzide bzings many one to extrucion. 

King, 
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King. Pꝛe ther tell vs thy meaning. 

Hobs Troth I doubt pe nere came truly by all theſe gay 
ragges . Tis not your bare wages and thinne fecs pee hone 
of the King; can keepe ve thus fine, but eyther pee muff rob 
the King p2lutly, oz his lubteces openip, to maintaine pour 
pꝛobicallitte. 
Sel. Thinkeſt thon ſo Tanner $ 

Hobs. Tis no matter what I thinke, come lets go to hover, 
What Nell, what Dudgeon, whert be theſe folkcs? 

-  - Emer Neiland Dudgeon, with a Table n 


Daughter bad ay friends welcome. 

Nell. Pe are welcome Gentlemen as J map ſav. 

Sell. A thanke yte faire mad.  kifſcherboth, 

King. A p2ettte wench be mp fape. 1 

Hobs. Pow likeſt ber Ned? 

King. A like her ſo well, J would yee would make mee pour 
fonne in law. 


Hobs. And J like thee ſo well Ned, that hadſt tou an octu⸗ 

pation, fo ſertuce is no heritage, a young courtier, an olde 
begger, I could unde in mp heart to caſt her away vpon thee, 
anvdff thon wilt foꝛſake the court and turne Ta:iner, 02 bind 
thyſelfe toa ſhomaker in Liechfield, ile giue ther twentie 
nobles readic money, with my Nell, and truſt the with a dic ⸗ 
ker ot leather, to ſet vp thy trade. 

Sel. Ned he offers pe faire, if pe haue the grace to take it. 
King. He does indeed, Tom, andhercaftcr ile tell hum moꝛe. 
„Hob. Come lit downe to ſupper : go to Nell, no moze ſheeps 

eies, ye map be caught J tell pe, theſe be licoꝛiſh lads. 

Nell. J wartant pe father, yet in truth Ned is a very pꝛoper 
man, and tother map ſerue, but Neds a pearle in mine epe. 
Hob. Daughter, cal Dudgeon and his fellowes, weele haue 
a thꝛe men ſong. to make our gueſts mertie. Exit Nell. 
Hailes what courtnoles are p: tele neither talke no2 cate, 
M phat ne wes at the court? do ſome what foꝛ pour meat. 
King. Heauie newes there, Aing Henric is dead. 
H. Chats light newes 4 meriefoz your maſter king —_— 
b 
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King. But how will the commons take it: 

Hob. Well, God be with good King Henrie, faith the com⸗ 
mons will take it as a common thing, deaths an boneſt man, 
foz he ſpares not the King: foꝛ as one comes, anothers taue 
away, and ſeldome comes the better, thats all we ſap. 

Sellin. Shꝛebodly ſpoken Tanner bp my fape. 

Hod. Come fill me a cup of mother Wherſtones Ale, I may 

dꝛinke to my kriendes, and dꝛiue downe my tale. | 
Here Ned and Tom J dꝛinke to ye: and yet if A come fo the 
court, J doubt ponle not know me, 

Kin. Pcs, Tom ſhal be thy ſurette Tanner I wil know the. 

po - RENE not Ned,bymp troth beſhʒewtbee. 

2; I dʒinke to my wile that may be. 

— Faltb Ned thau maiſt line to make her a Ladie. 

King. Tuch, ber father offers nothing. hauing no moze chil- 
dꝛen bat her. 

Hob. J wauld J had not, condition ſhe had all. But J baue 
aknaueto my ſon, J remember him by you, euen ſuch an vn⸗ 
tilt as one of pou two. that ſpends all on gap cloathes and 
new faſhions, and no wo;k wil downe with him, that J fearc 
heele be hangd, God bleſſe you from a better foztune, pet you 
weare ſuch filthie bꝛer ks, Loꝛd, were not this a god faſhion? 
pes, and would ſaue manp a faire penie. 

King, Let that paſſe,and let vs heare pour ſong. 

Hob. Agre&d,agred,come,fol,ſol,ſol,fa,fa,fa, ſap Dudgeon. 

Here they fing the threemans Song, 
Agene ourt, A 
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all the — avon | 
With our Gunnes and billes browne, 
O the French were beaten done, 
Morrys pikes and bowmen,&c, 
Sel. Well ſung godfellowes,J would the King beard pee, 
Hob. So ſhonld J faith, J ſhoulde ſtrame a noate foz him: 
ceme AWAP, and lets to bed, yee hall n cleane 
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cheets Ned, but they be courſe , good ſfrong hempe, of my 

daughters owne ſpinning and I tell thee, pour Chamber pot, 

. muſfbea faire hozne, a badge of our occrpation, foz we bup 
no bending peauter, noꝛ bending earth. 

King. No matter Hobs, wee will not go to bed. 

Hobs. What then? 

King. Euen what thou wilt, foꝛ it is neere dap. 

Tanner, Gramercies foz our heartie cheere, 

If ere it be thy chance to come to ccurt, 

Enquire foz mee Ned the Rings butter, | 

Oz Tomof the Rings chamber my companion, . 
And ſee what welcome wee will giue thee there. 

Hobs. I haue heard of courtiers haue ſaid as much as pou, 
and when they haue been tride, would not bid their nen 
dzinke. 

Sel, We are none ſuch, let our hoꝛſes bee bꝛonght out, 

Foz we muſt awap, and ſo with thanks fare well. 
Hob. Fare wel to pe both, commend me to the king, ⁊ tel bim 
JI would haue been glad to haue ſeen his woꝛſhip here. Exit; 
King. Come Tom fo; London, hozſe, and hence away. 


Enter the Vice admitall and the Captaine of the Ile of 
Wight, with Falcoobridge bound, the headſ- 
man bearing the axe beſore bim. 

Mor. Thomas Neuil, pet haſt thou gracicus time 
Ol deer repentante, now diſcharge thy coſctence, 
Lap open thine offences to the woꝛld, 

That wwe may witnefſe thou doſt die a Chꝛiſtian. 

Fal. hy ſtr Harry Mootton haue vou arraignde, 
Condemnde, and bꝛought me to this place, 

Ol bloudie execution. and now aſke, 
If I be guiltte, therein doth appeare, 
Nhat iuſtice yon haue vſed,call pou this law? 
Ca Thou doſt miſtake our meaning Falconbridge, 
Care do not aſke as being ignoꝛant, 
Ol thy tranſgrellion, but as vꝛging tdee, 
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Mo heartte ſozrow foz thy vile miſdeds, 

That heauen may take compaſſion on thy ſoules 
Fal. How charitable you would ſeme to be: 

J feare anon poule ſap it is foz lone, 

Pou bind me thus, and bzing me to the blocke, 

And that of mere affcaton pou are moude 

Co cut my head off,cunning pollicie: 


Such butchers as your ſelues neuer want, 


A colour to excuſe your ſlaughterous minds. 


Mor. Ae butcher the? canſt thou deny thy ſelf, 


But thou haſt been a ppꝛate on the ſea? 
Canft thou denie but with the communaltie 
Ol Kent and Eſſex, thou didſt riſe in armes, 
And t wiſe aſſault the Cittie London, where 


Thou twiſe didſt take repulſe, and unte tbat time, 


Canſt thou denie, that being fled from hence, 
Thou opned it in ton federatie with Fraunce, 
And cameſt with them to burn Southampton here, 


Are theſe no laulta, thou ſhuldſt ſo much pꝛeſume, 


Co clere thy ſelſe, and lay thy blond on vs? 
Fal. Heare me ſir Harrie, ſince we muſt diſpnte. 
Cap. Diſpute vnciuil wzetch, what needs diſpute, 
Did not the Utceadmirallhere,and J. 
Incountring with the Ranic of the French, 
Attach thee in a ſhip of Normandie, 
And wilt thou and bpon thine innocence? 
Diſpatch, thou art asrightfully tondemnde 
As euer rcbell was. And thou ſhalt die. 
Fal. Imake no queſtion of it, Jmufk die, 
But let me tell you how J| ſcoꝛne your thzeats; 
So little doo J reckon of the name 
Df ougly death, as were he viſible, 
Ide w2aftle with him fo2 the victo2te, 
And tugge the flane,andteare him with my kath. 
But I would make him ſtpe to Falconbridge, 
And foz this life, thts paltrie * ule, 


This 
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This blaſt of winde which you haue labourde fo, 
— Byturles,ſeſſions,and A knownot what, 
To rob me off, is of ſo vile repute: 
That to attaine that I might line mine age, 
I would not giue the value ofa popnt, 
Nou cannot be ſo cruell to afflict, 
But J will ber as fozwazd to indure. 
N. or. Go to, leaue of theſe idle bzanes of thine: 
Ind thinke vpon thy ſoules health Falconbridge, 
Cap. Submit and aſke fo2giuencſle of thy King. 
Fal. What king? +, - 
Mor. Whp Edward of the houſe of Pozke, - 
Fal. He is no King of mine, he does vlurpe, 
And tf the deſtinies had giuen me leaue, 
I would haue told him ſo befoze this time, 
And puld the Diademe from off his head. 
Mo. Thou art atraito;,ſtop thy traitoʒs mouth. 
Fal. I am no traitoʒ, Lancaſter is king, 
Ik that be treaſon to defend his right, 
M hat iſt coʒ them that do impꝛiſon him? 
If inſurrection to aduance bis ſcepter, 
hat fault is theirs that ſtep into his thzoane? 
Oh Gov, thou pour dſt the balme vpon bis head, 
Can that pure vna ion be wipte off _ 
Thou once didft crown him in his tfancie, 
Shall wicked men now in his age depoſe him? 
Oh pardon me, if Jexpoſtu late, 
Moꝛe then becomes a ſinfull man to doe, 
England J feare thou wilt thy folly rue. 
Cap. Thou trifleſt time. and doſt but wearie vs 
With dilatozie queſtions, make an end. 
Fal. Indeed the end ol all kingdomes mult end, 
Honour and riches, all muſt haue an end. 
And be that thinkes be doth the moſt pzenale, 
His head once laid, there reſteth but a tale: 


Come fellow, do thy office, what me thinks, 
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Mhon lokeſft as ii thy heart were in thy hoſe, 
Pull vp thy ſpirits, it will be quickly done, 
A blow oꝛ two at moſt will ſerue the turne. 

Head, Fo2gtue me ſix your death. 

Fal. Fo2gtue the? Jandgiue the too, : 
Hold, there is ſome few crowns foz thee to dzink, 
CTuſh weepe not man, giue loſcrs leaue to plaine, 
And pet ifaith my loſe J count a gaine, 
Feirſt let me ſee, is thy axe ſharpe inough, | 
I am indifferent, wel a Gods name to this geare, 
Hea.Come + peeld pour headgently to the block, 
Fal. Gently ſaiſt thous thou wilt not vſe me ſo: 
But all is one fo; that, what ſtrength baſt thou, 
Th2zoughout the whole pzopoztton of thy limbes, 


Renoke it all into thy manly armes, 1 


And ſpare me not, A am a Gentleman. 
A Neuill and a Falconbridge beſide, 
Then do thy wozke,thou maiſt get credit 
Foz if thou doſt not, J muſt tell thee plaine, 
I ſhall be paſſing angrie when tis done. 

Head. J warrant pou ſit, none in the land ſhall 
ds it better. | 

Fal. Mhy now thou pleaſe me, England faxe wel 
And old Plantagenet, if thou ſuruiue, 
Chinke on mp loue, although it did not thʒiue. 


He is led forth. 

Mor. As foʒ his head, it hall be ſent with ſperd 
To London, and the pꝛomiſed reward, 
Allottedfoz the appꝛehending him, 

Begtuen vnto the poze of Sonthbampton here: 
How ſap yon Captaine are pou ſo content? 

Cap. TWith all my heart, but I do maruei much 
Ve heare nat of the meſſenger we ſent, ä 
To giue the King intelligente of this: 


M. Take truce with * here be comes, 
2 $ ; 
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Enter a Meſſenger, 
Fellow it ſemes that thou art flow of gate, 
On verie negligent in our affaires, \ 
Mhat ſates King Edward to our ſernice done? 
Meſ. Co anſwere pon directly and as bzteflp, 
| 7 (poke with him, foz when I was come 
I To Oꝛapton Baſſet, where they ſaidhe was, 
Twas told me there, that euen the night befoze, 
Vis highnes in all hatt, was rid towards London: 
The occaſton, Henries death within the Tower, 
Ok which tie people are in ſundzie tales, 
Some thinking he was murdzed,ſome againe 
Suppaſing that he died a naturall death. 
Mor. Mell how ſo ere, that conternes not ds, 
Ve haue to doe with no mans death, but his, 
That fozhis treaſon here hath lolf h's head. 
Come let vs giue direction as befoze, 
And after ward make back vnto the ſhoze. Exeunt. 
Enter the Lord Maior in his ſcarlet gowne, 
with a guildedrapier by his fide. 
Ma. J marie Crosbie this befits thee well, 
Vut ſome wil maruaile that with a ſcarlet gown, 
JT weare a guided rapier by my ſide: 
hy lesthem know, J was knighted in the field 
Foz my god ſernice tomy rom the king, 
And therekoꝛe I may weare it lawfully, 
In Court, in Cittte, oꝛ at am ropall banquet. 
But ſoft lohn Crosbie, thou fo2getft thy ſelſe, 
And doſt not mind thy birth and parentage, 
Where thou walk ba2zn,x whente thou art deriu'd, 
I do not ſhame to ſay, the Hoſpitall 
Of London was my chtefeft foſtcring place, 
There did I learne,that neare vnto a Croſſe, 
Commonly called Cow Cxoſſe neare Iſlington, 
An honeſt Citizen did chaunte to find me, 
A poze Shoemaker by trade he was, 
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And doubting of my Chzpſtendome oz no, 
Calde me accoꝛding to the place he found me, 
lohn Crosbie, finding meſo bp a Croſſe. | 
The Maiſters of the Hoſpitall at further pearcs, 
Bound me appꝛentiſe to the Grocerstrade, | 
Wherin God pleaſde to bleſſe mp poꝛʒe endenozs 
That by his bleſſings J am come to this. 
The man that found me Jhane well requited, 
And to the Hoſpitall mp foſtering place, 
An hundꝛed pound a peare A glue foz euer, 
Likewiſe in memoꝛie of me Iohn Crosbie | 
In Biſhopgate ſtræte a pwze houſe baue J built, 
And as my name haue called it Crosbie houſe, 
And when as God ſhall take me from this life, 
In little S. Hellens will J be buried: 
All this declares, J boaſt not ofmp birth, 
But found onearth, Jmuſt returne to earth. 
But Godfoz his pittie I foꝛget my ſelfe, 
The Ring my Donerailgne Lo2d wil come anone, 
And nothing is as pet in readines. (Shoare? 
Where are ye coſin Shoareꝰnap where is Piſtria 
Dh J am ſoꝛp that ſhee fates ſo long, 
Dee what it is to be a widower, 
And lacke a Ladle Paiozefſe in ſuch need. 

Enter M.Shoare and Miſtreſſe Shoare, 
Oh are pe come welcome god Coſin Shoare, 
But pou inder are welcome gentle Nicce. 
Needs mult pou be our Ladie Maiozeſſe now, 
And helpe vs, oz elle we are ſhamde foꝛ euer, 
God Colin ſtill thus am I bolde with you 

Sh. With all my heart my Loꝛd, thank pe tw, 
That pou do pleale to vſe our homely help. 

Ma. Whp ſe how neatly the beſtits her ſelſe, 
And in good ſooth makes huſwifery to ſhine? - 
Ah bad my Ladie aioꝛeſle liu de to ſee 
Faire iſtreſſe Shoare thus beautifie her houſc, 
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She would haue beene not little pꝛoud thereof. 
Jane, Well my Lo2d Maio; Ithanke you fo; that flouf, 
But let his Higbneſſe now come when he pleaſe, 
All things are in a perfec readines. 
They bring forth a Table, and ſerve in the ba 
Maio. The moze am I beholding Ntece to pon, 
That take ſuch paines to ſaue our credit now: 
My ſeruants are ſo ſlacke. his Maieſtie, 
Might haue bene here befoze we were pꝛeparde, 
But peace here comes his Highnes. 
Ihe Trumpets ſound, and enters king Edward, How. 
Sellinger, and the traine. 
K. Now my Lo2d Pato2 , baue we not kept our wozd? 
Becauſe we could not ſkap to dine with you ; 
At aur departure hence, we pꝛomiſed, 
Firit fod we taſted at our backe returne, 
Should be with pon, fill peelding heartie thanks, 
Ta pou and all our London Cittizens, 
Foꝛ the great ſeruite which you did perfozme 
Againſt that bold fac de rebell Falconbridge. 
M. My gracious Loꝛd what then we did, 
We did account no moze then was our dutie, 
Thereto obliged by true ſubie cs zeale, 
And map he neuer line that not defends, 
The honoꝛ of his king and countrie: 
Next thanke J God, it likes your Maieſtte, ; 
Lo bleſſe my poʒe rofe, with pour ropall pjeſence, 
To me could come no greater happines. | 
K. Thanks god Lozd Pato?, but wheres my Ladie Maio⸗ 
reſſe, I hope that ſhe will bid vs welcome too. 
M. Shee would mp Licdge, and with no little ſoy, 
Had ſhee but lim d to ſee this bleſſed day, 
But in her ſteed this Gentle woman here, 
Mp Coſins wife, that office will ſupply: 
Þow ſay you mictreſſe Shoate? 
K. Pow? miſtreſſe Shoarc? whatnot bis wife 


That 
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{That did refuſe his knighthod at our hand? 
Ma, The verie ſame my Loꝛd and here hee is. 
K. What P. Shoate, we are pour debter ſtill, 
But by Gods grace entend not ſo to die: 
And Gentle woman now befoze pour face, 
I muſt condemne him of diſcourteſie, 
Pea,and of great w2ong that he hath offred yon, 
Foz you had bene a Ladie but fez him. 
He was in fault,truſt me he was to blame, 
Lo hinder vertae of her due bp right. 
la. Py gracious L. my poze :; huinble thoughts, 
Kere had an exe to ſuch vnwoꝛthineſſe, 
And though ſome hold it as a marime, 
That womens minds by nature do aſpire, 
Pet how both God and P. Shoare J thanke 
Fo2 my cont inuance in this humble tate, 
And like wiſe how J lone pour Maie ſtie: 
Foz gracious ſuſferance that it may be ſo: 
Heanen beare true recoꝛd ot my in ward — 
Now it remaines, on mp Lo2d Patozs behalfe, 
I doe ſuch dutie as becommeth me, | 
To bid pour Þighnelle — to his houſe, 
Mere welcomes vertue powerfull in my woꝛd, 
The Ring of England ſhould not doubt thereof. 
K. Noz do J miſtris Shoare, now my Lo. Maioʒ 
Edward dare boldlpſweare that he is welcome, 
You ſpake the wozd well, verie well ifaith, 
But miſtris Shoareher tougne hath guilded it, 
Tell me Coſin Howard and Tom Sellinger, 
Had euer Cittizen ſo fafre a wife ? 
How, Ok fleſh and bloud J ncuer did behold, 
A woman euerie wayſo abſolute. 
Sel. Noz Amp Ledge, were Sellinger a King, 
He could affo2b Shoares wife to be a Queene , 
k. Thy how now Tom? Nap rather hom now Ned? 


Whyat — is this:? pꝛoud, ſaucie roauing cye, 
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What whiſperſt in my bꝛain, that the is faire? 
know it, Iſe it, fapʒꝛer then my Qucene? 
Wilt thou maintain it? what thou traitoꝛ beart, 
Aculoſt thou ſhake hands in this conſpiracie⸗ 
Downe rebell, backe baſe trecherous conceit, 
A will not credite ther, my Beſſe is faire, 
And Shoares wife but a blouze, comparde to ber, 
Come let vs ſit, here will I take my place. 
And my Loꝛd Paioz, fill mea bowle of wine, 
That I map dꝛinke to pour elected Palozeſle, 
And . Shoate tell me how like pou this, 
Py L. Maioz makes your wife his L. Paiozeſſe? 
Sho. So well my Loꝛd as better cannot be, 
All in the honoꝛ of pcur Mateſtie. 
The Lord Maior brings a bowle of weine, & hum- 
bly on his knees offers it to the king. 
Kin. Nay dzinke to vs L. Paioꝛ, wele haue it ſo, 
Go to J ſap, vou are our Taſter now, 
Dꝛinke then, and we will pledge pee. | 
M. Al health « happtnes to my ſoueraign. he drinks, 
K. Fillfn{t our cup,and Ladie Matozeſſe, 
Cyis full carowſe we meane to dzinke to pon, 
And you muſt pledge vs, hut pet no moze, 
Chen pou ſhall pleaſe to anſwere vs withall. 
He drinks, & the Trumpets ſound then wine is 
brought to her, and ſhe offers to dtinke. 
Nay pou muſt dꝛinke to ſome body, yea Tom to thee ? 
Cell ſtrra, ſee you doe her right: 
Foꝛ Edward would, oh would to God he might. 
Pet idle eye, wilt thou be gadding (ill 
Keepc home. ktepe home, foʒ feare of further ill. 
Enter a Meſſenger with letters, 
How now? letters to vs from whom? 
Meſl. My Liedge, this from the D.of Burgundy. 
And this is from the Conſtable of Fraunce, 
K. What newes from theme: 


He 
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To clayme our right in Sraunce? 
And they will ayde vs, yea, will pe ſo? 
But other ayde muſt ayde vs ere we goe. 

He ſeemes to read the letters but glaunces on 

Miſtreſſe Shoare in his readmg. 
A womans aid, that hath moze power then France 
To trowne vs, oꝛ to kill vs with miſchance. 
If chaſt reſolue be to ſuch beautie tyed, 
Sue how thou canſt, thou wilt be Kill denied, 
Her huſband hath deſcrued well of thee, 
Tut, loue makes no reſpec where cre it be, 
Thou wꝛongſt thy Nucene: euerie enloꝛced (ll, . 
Muſt be endur*e, where beautie ſckes to kill: 
Thou ſeemft to read, onelp to blind their eyes, 
Who knowing it, thy folly would deſpiſe. 
He fiarts from the Table. 
Thanks foz my cheare L. Maioꝛ, I am not well, 
I know not how to take theſe newes. This fit J neane, 
That bath bereft me of all reaſon cicane. 
M. God ſhield mp Soueraigne. 
K. ap nothing I ſhall be well anone. 
Ian. Map it pleaſe pour Pighnes ſit, 
K. J,faine with thee,nay we muſt nerds be gon, 
Coſin Howard tonuep theſe letters to our counſel, 
And bid them giue vs their aduiſe of them, 
Thanksfoz my cheare . Maioꝛ, fare well to pou » 
And farewell Piltrefle Shoare, La Maiozeſſe Ach ould lap, 
Trs pon haue cauſde our parting at this time. 
Farewell S. Shoare,farewell to all, 
Meele meet once moꝛe to make amends foz this. 
Excunt King, How.and Sel, 
M. Dh God here to be ill? 

My houſe to cauſe nip Soueraignes diſcontent 2 
Colin Shoare I had rather ſpent. 


Sho, Content pour ſelle my L.kings hanetheir * 1 
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Che letters did containe ſome what no doubt, 

Chat did diſpleaſe him. 
lane. Mo mp Lo2d thinke J, 
But by Gods helpe he will be well againe. 
M. J hopeſo tw, well Cofin foz your paines, 
Icanbut thanke pe,cbiefly yon faire Niece, 
At night I pzay yt both come ſup with me. 
Pow lap ye? will pee⸗ 

Sh. Des my Lo2d wee will. 

Do foz this time we humbly take our leane, 
Exeunt Shoare and his wife, 
M. Oh now the ſudden ſickneſſe of my Liedge, 
_ Aﬀfiictes myſoule with many paſſions ? 

His Þighnes did entend to be right merrie, 

And God he knowes how it would glad mpſoule, 

Af J had ſeene his Þighnes ſatiſfied 
With the poꝛe entertainement of his Paloz, 
is humble vaſaile, whoſe lands, whoſe lite and all 
re, ald in dutie muſt be al wales his. 
 TWell, God J truſt will bleſe his Graces health, 

And quickly eaſc him of his ſudden fit. 

Take away there ho, rid this place, | 
And God of heauen bleſſe my Soneraſgnes Grace, Exit, 
Enter two prentizes preparing the Goldſmiths 
Shop with plate, | 

1. Pren. Sirra Jacke, come let out. 

2. Pren. Nou are the elder Pꝛentiſe, I pzap pou do if, leaſt 
my miſtris talke with pou when ſhe comes downe, what is 
ifaclocke ? 

1. Pren. Six by Alhallowes. 

2, Pren. Lying and ſtealing will bzing pe to the Gallowes. 
Is here all the plate: 

1. Pren. Ithat muff ſerue to day, 

Where is the weights and ballance ? | 

2. Pr. All readfe,harke mp miſtris comes. Exit 1. Pren. 

Euter — with her worke in het hand. 
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lane. Mir bop, while J attend the ſhop my ſelle, 
Dee if the wozkeman haue diſpatcht the Cup, 
How many ounces weighes it: 

. Pren. Twentte fo:ſath, 

lane. Mhat ſaid the Gentleman to the faſhion? 

2. Pren. He told my maiſter J was not within. 

lane. Go ſir make haſt, your M. is in Cheapeſide: 
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ems lou ing in 
= the king diſs oviſed.. * 
Kk. TQell fare acaſe to put a King in pet, 

Good miſtris Shoare this doth pour loue pzocure, 

This ſhape is ſecret, and J hope ti's ſure, 

The Watermen that daily vſe the Court, 

And ſee me often, knew me not in this, 

At Lyon key J landed in their view, 

Pet none of them tooke knowledge ofthe King, 

I anygallant ſtriue to haue the wall, 

Ile ptelde it gently: Soft here muſt Tturne, 

Heeres Lumbard ſtræte, and heres the Pellican, 

And theres the Phentir in the Pellicans neft, 

O rare pertection of rich natures woꝛke, 

Bꝛight twinkling ſpar ke of pꝛetious Diamond, 

Of greater value then all India, 

Were there no Dunne, by whoſe kind louely heat 

Che eart h bꝛings foꝛth thoſe ſtones we hold of pꝛize, 

Her radiant eyes detected to the ground, 

Would turne each peble to a Diamond. 

Gaze greedle eies and be not ſatiſfied, 

Cill you finde reſt, where hearts deſire doth bide. 
Ja. What would! you bup ſir that you loke on here: 
K. Pour faireſt ie well, bee it not to deare. 

Firſt how this Saphpze miſtris that you weare⸗ 

lane. Sir it is right that will J warrant pee. 

Ko Je weller in London ſhowes a better. 

K. Ho, noꝛ the like, you pꝛaiſe it paſſing well, * 
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lane. Do J: no, if ſome Lapidaryhad the fbne,moze would 
n —.— then J can demaund, Tis as well let I thinke as 

re pee ſaw. 

k. Ed. Tis ſet indeed vpon the faireſt hand, that ere I ſaty. 

lane. You are diſpoſde to ieſt, but foz value, bis Palellie 
might weare it. 

K Ed. Might he ifaſth? 

lane. Sir tis the ring Jmeane. 

K. Ed. I meant the hand. 

lane. You are a merrie man, 

I ſee pou tome to cheape, and not to bup. 

K. Ed. Pet hee that offers fairer then ile doe, ſhal 
hardly find a partner in his bar gane. 

Iane. Perhaps in buying things ot ſo ſmal value: 
King. Rather becauſe no wealth can purchaſe it. 
Ian. De were t fond, that would ſo highly pꝛize, 

The thing which once was giuen away fo; loue. 
Kin. Nis hap was good that came ſo eaſily by it. 
lane. The gift ſo ſmall, that aſkte, who could de nie it? 
, King. Oh ſhe gaue moꝛe, that ſuch a gift then gane, 
Then earth ere had, oz woꝛld ſhall euer haue. 
lane. His hap is ill, ſhould it be as ou ſap, 
That hauing giuen him what you rate ſs high, 
And pet is ſtill the poꝛet by the match. 
King. That eaſely pꝛoues he doth not know the wozth. 
lane. Det hauing had the vſe of it ſo long, 
It rather pꝛoues pou oucr rate the thing, 
He being a chapman. as it ſeemes pou are. 
King. Indeed none ſhould aduenture on the thing, 
Chats to be purchaſt onely by a King. 
lane. Tf Kings loue that, which no man elſe reſpects, 
It may be ſo, elſe do I ſœ ſmall reaſon, 
A King ſhould take delight in ſuch courſe tutte. 
King. Lifuestherea Ring, that would not glue his crowne, 
To purchaſc ſuch a king dome of content? 
Jane, In n conceit, right welt pou aſke that — 1 
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The woꝛld J thinke containes not ſuch fond king. 
King. hy mtiſtreſſe Shoare, Jam the man will do ff. 
— Its pꝛoudip ſpoke, although) I not belœue it, 

Were he King Edward that ſhould offer it ' 
King. But ſhall Jhane it? 

Jane. Upon what acquaintance? 

King, Why ſince I ſaw thee laf. 

— here was that ? 

k. At the L. aioꝛs.in the p2eſence of the Ring. 

lane. Jhanefo2gotten that I ſaw pou there, 

Foz there weremany that IJ tokeſmallnote ol. 
King. Ofmepoudid, and we had ſome diſcourſe. 
lane. Nou are decetued Sir, I had then no time, 

W on his maieſtie. 

King. Ile gage my hand vnto pour hand of that, 

Loke well vpon me. 

He diſcouers himſelfe, 

Jane. Now J beſeech pon let this ſtrange diſguiſe 
Excuſe m boldnes to pour mateſty. (the kneels. 
What ener we poſſeſſe is all your highneſſe, 
Onely mine honoz, which J cannot grant, 


K. Onelp thy loue ( wight — craues, 
Foz which I thus aduentured to ſe th. 
Enter Maiſter Shoare, 


Ia. But here comes one, to whom A only gane it. 
And he 3 doubt will ſap you ſhal not haue it. 

King. Am J fo ſone cut of? ob ſpight. 
How ſay pemiſtris,will pe take my offer? 

Ia. Indeed J cannot fir affo3d it ſo. 

King, Youle not be offered fatrifer I bel&ne. 

lane. Indeed pou offer like a Gentleman, 
But pet the ie wel will not ſo be left, 

Sho. Sir, if pon bid not to much vnder · ft, 
Ile dꝛiue the bargaine twirt you and my wile. 

K. Alas god Shoare, myſelſe dare anſwere no. King aſide. 
Nothing can make thee ſuch a iewel fozgoe., She 

oe 
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She laith yon ſhall be too much loſer by it. 
Sho. Mee in the row then, il you can ſped better, 
King. See many wazldsarow,affozdgnot like. 
As he goes forth, Shoare lookes earneſſly, and per- 
cciuesit is the king, whereat be ſeemeth 
greatly diſcontented. 
I. Why lokſt thou Matꝰknobiſt thou the gentleni&e 
Alas what ailes the that thou lokff ſo pale: 
What chere ſweet hart: alas, where haſt ryzon beenz 
Sho. Nap nothing lane, know pon the Gentlemanz 
+» Tane, Not I ſweet heart, alas wh do pou aſks? 
Is he thine enemie: 
Sho. cannot tell, 1 
What came hee here to cheapen at our ſhoppe? 
Jane. This Jewell lou. 

Sho. Mell I pꝛay God he came fo2 nothing elſe. 
Iane. Why who is it? I do ſuſpea him Shoare, 
That you demaund thus doubtedly of me. 
Sho, Ah lane, it is the King. 

thou light: 


Ia. The king? what then: iſt fo; that 
Were he a thouſand kings thou haſt no cauſe 
To feare his p:eſence, oz ſuſpect my lone. | 
Sho. Jknow J bane not,ſ& he comes againe. 

The king enters againe, muffled in his cloake. 
King. Still is mp hindzer there: be patient heart, 
Some fitter ſeaſon mult aſwage the ſmart. 

Mhat will pe take that miſtris which I offred pe: 
I come againe ſir.as one willing to bup. 
lane. Indeed J cannot ir, Jp2ap pe 
Deale with my huſhand. heare what be will ſap, . 
Sho, Ile ſell it mozth pour monep, i pou pleale, 


I pꝛap you come neare ſir. 

Ling. Jam to nere alreadie, thou ſo necre. 

Nay, nap, ſhe knowes what I did offer her, 

And in goodſadneſſe, I can gineno moze, 

So are ye well ſir, J will not deale with you. — 


King Edward the fourth. 


Ia. You are deceiude (\wet heart) tis not the king, 

Thinke pou hee would aduenture thus alone: 
Sho. I do aſſure thee lane it is the King. | 

Oh God, twirt the extreames of lone and feare, 

In what a ſhiuer ing ague ſits mp ſoule: 

Keepe we our treaſure ſecret, yet ſo fond, 

As ſet ſorich a beautie as this is, 

In the wide view ol euerie gazers eye. 

Oh traitoʒ beautie, oh deceitfull good, 

bat doſt conſpire againſt thy ſelfe and lone, 

No ſooner got, but wicht againe of others, 

In thine owne ſelfe, iniuriaus to thy ſelfe, 

Db rich poꝛe poztion,thou good euil thing 

How many jopfull. woes fill doft thou bzinge 

Ia. I pzay the tome, ſwert lone,andſit by mee, 

Ko king thats vnder heauen lone likethee. Exit. 
Enter fir Humphrey Bowes, and maiſter Aſton, being 
two luſtices, Harrie Grudgen, Robert God- 
fellow, and Iohn Hobs the Tanner, 

Bow. Neighbozs and friends. the cauſe that you axe called, 
Concernes the Kings moſt excellent maieſtie, 
Whoſe right you know by his p 
Unto the Crowne and ſoneraintieof France, 
Zs wꝛongfully detained by the French, 
Which to reuenge and ropally regaine. | 
His Highnes meanes to put hiniſelle in Armes. 
And in his pꝛincelp perſon to conduc 
His warlike troupes againſt the enemie. 
But foz his Coffers are bnfurniſhed, 
£h2ough cintll diſcoꝛd and inteſtine warre, 

(Whoſe bleeding ſcarres our eyes map pet behold) 
He pꝛaies his faithfull loning ſubic as belpe, 

To further this his iuſt great enterpꝛize. by 
Hobs. So the lecke and meaning, whereby as it 
were ol all pour long purgation Sir Humpbrey is no 
moze in ſome reſpta, but the king wants mony a would 


( 
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bane ſome of his Comentie. 

Bo. Tanner you rightly vnderſtand thematter. 
Aſt, Note this withal, where his dzead Pateſty, 
(Our lawfull Soueraigne, and moſt ropal King) 
Might haue exacded oz impoſde a Taxe 
Oz bozrowed greater ſummes then we can ſpare, 
(Foz all we baue is at his dꝛead commaund,) 

He doth nat io, but mildly doth entreat 

Our kind bencuolence, what we will gine, 

With willing minds towards this mightycharge. 

Enter Lord Howard. 

* Which fo receiue, his noble Counſelloz 

And kinſman the Loꝛd Howard here is tome. 

H. Now god ſir Humphrey Bowes, and M. Aſton, 

Haute ve declared Þ kings molt gracious ple aſure? 
Bo. Ve haue my Loꝛd. 

How. His bighnes will not fozce, 

As loane oꝛ tribute, but wil take your gift, 

In gratefull part and recompence pour loue. 

B. Co ſhew mp loue, though mony now be ſcarce 
A bundꝛeth pound ile giue his ateſtie. 

Ho. Tis well fir Humphrey. 

Aſton. J a hundzedmarkes, 

Ho. Thanks ꝙ. Aſton, you both ſhow your lone, 
Nowaaſke pourneighbo2s what they wil beſtow? 

Bow. Come maſter Hadland pour beneuolence. 

Had. © god ſir Humphrey do not racke my purſe, 
Yon know my ſtate, à lately ſold my land. 

Aſton. Then you haue monep, let the king haue part. 
Hob. J, do maſtet Hadland do, they ſap pe ſold a foule deale 
ol durtie land foꝛ faire gold and ſiluer, let the king haue ſome 
now while pou haue it, foꝛ if pee bee fozbo2ne a while, all 
will be ſpent, foꝛ he that cannot kepe land that lies faſt, wil 
baue muth a do to hold money, its ſlipperie ware, tis melting 
ware, tis melting ware. i j 
How. Gramercy Tanner, 


Bowes, 
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Hadland. Mp fo —— 
2 a 2 

Afton. Robert Goodfellowe, | 
I know you will be liberall to the King. 

Good. O . Aſton he content Ipzayye, | 
You know mp charge, nm houſehold very great, 
And mp houſekeeping holdes me verte bare ; 
Th2ceſcoze vpzifing,and downe lying Sir, = 
Spends no ſmall ffoze of vittailesin a yeare, 
C wo bzace of Greyhounds. xx. couple of hounds, 
Andthenmp tades deuoure a deale of Cozne, 
Py Chꝛiſtmas coſt, e then my friends that come 
Amounts to charge, Jam Robin Goodfellow 
That welcomes all and k&pes a frolicke houſe, 
A baue no money pzap pe pardon me. ; 

How. Herres a plaine Tannercan teach vou how to thaiue, 
Keepe fewer dogs, and then ye may ſiede men: 

Pet feedeno idle men, tis needles charge, 3 
vou that on hounds am hunting mates will ſpend, 
No doubt but ſomething to pour King voule lend. 

Good. My hate of Angels, by my troth thats all. 

Hob. Balle and tis well thy Curres haue left ſo much. 
—: thy houſe and land erte 
this. | 

Bowes. Now Harrie Grudgen. 

Grudgen, What would pou bane of mee? Money I baue 
none, and ile ſell no focke, heres olde polling, ſabſidie, fifteen, 
ſoldiers,and to the poꝛe, and pou map haue pour will, poule 
ſone ſhut me out a doe. 

Hob. Þeare pe woꝛſhips, will pe let me anſwere mp neſgh- 
bour Grudgen ? By my hallidome Harry Grudgen, tha xt but a 
grumbling, grudging Churle, thou haſt t wo plougbes going, 
and neare a Cradle rock ing, tha ſt a pecke of money, goe to, 
turne ther loſe, thou it goe to law with the Uicar foz a tyth 
goſe, and wilt not ſpare the King foure oz fine pound. - 

Grudgen , Gep gaodman Tanner, are ye ſo round : pout 

| G pzolicatenes 


| 
| 
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pꝛolicatenes has bzought pour ſonne to the gallowes almoſt, 
you can be ſranke of another mans cott. 
Hob. Chart no honeſt man to twit me with mp ſonne, hee 


map cut line thee yet og ought that hee has done, my 


ſonnes ith gayle, is dee the firſt has beene there, and thou 
Vert a man, as thart a beaſt, J W ——ů— 

How. Friend thou toante - ¼½ * 
With a ſonnes fault, we ſit not dere foz this; 

Whats thy beneuolence towards his maieſtie? 

Hob. ts benegligence? hang him heele not gine a pennie 
wilungly. : X 

Gr. J care not mach to caſt away foztle pence. 

Ho. Out grudging peſant, baſe ill nurturd grome, 
7s this the loue thou beareſt vnto the King? 

Gentlemen take notice of the lane, 
And tf he fault let him be ſoundiy plagude: 
Now frolicke Tanner, what wilt thou affozde? 

Hob. © wentte olde Angels and a ſcoze of hides, ff that be 
to little, take twentie Nobles moze, while I baue it my king 
ſhall ſpend ol my ſtoꝛe. | 

How, The Ring ſhall know thy louing liberall heart. 

Hob. Shall hee ifatth, I thanke pe heartelp, but heare ye 

Gentleman,you ccme from the Court? 

How. J doe. 

Hob. Lo2d how does the Ring, and how does Ned the 
Aings Butler, and Tom of his Chamber, Jamſure ye know 


them? 

How. CThep doe berie well, 

Hob. oz want of better gueſts they were at my houſe one 
night. : 

How, T know thep were, | : 

Hob. Cdey pꝛomiſt me a good furne foz kiſſing mp dangh- 
ter Nell, and now J ha cagion to trie them, my ſonnes in 
Dy bell here in Caperdochic, itha Gayle foz peeping into a- 
nother mans purle, and outſtep the King be miſerable, — 

ike 
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ide to totter, can that ſame Ned the Butler doe any thing 
with the King? 
How. Moꝛe then my ſelfe,oz any other Loꝛd. 
— 39 halter he can, by my troth pee reiounce my heart ta 
are it. 
How. Come to the Court J warrant thy ſonnes life, 
Ned will ſane that, and do the greater good. 
Hob. Ile weane Bꝛocke my mares fole, and come vp to the 
Ning. and it ſhall go hard but two fat hens fo2 pour paincs I 
will bꝛing. 5 
Bowes. Py Lo2d this fellow gladly now will giue, 
fine pounds ſo pon will pardon his rude ſpeech. 
How. Foz fine and fine I cannot bzocke the beaft. 
Grud, What giues the Tanner, am as able as het 
Aſton, De giues ten pound. ; 
Grud, Take twentie then of me. : 
J p2ay vꝶ my Lo2dfozgine mp rough heaud ſpeech 
J wis JI ment no hurt vnto my Liedge. 
Bowes, Let vsentreat pour Lo2dſhips patience. 
How. J do at pour requeſt remit the offence, 
So lets depart,heres all we haue to doe. 
Aſt. Ti's foz this time and plate my Loꝛd, ſirra bzfng pour 
monep. | 
Hob, What haue yon ſau de now goodman Grudgen, by 
pour hinching and your pinching, not the wozth of a blacks 
padding. Excunt, 
Enter miſtris Shoate, and miſtris Blage. 
M. Bla. Now miſtris Shoare, what vrgent cauſe is that. 
M hich made pe ſend foz me in ſuch great baſte 2 I p201:1ile 1+ 
it made me halfe afraid, you were not Well. 
jane. Truſt me, noʒ ſicke, noꝛ well, but (ronbled ill with 
the diſeaſe J told yer: heere is another lei ter from the King, 
was neuer poꝛe ſoule ſo impoꝛ tuned. 
M. Bla. But will no anſ were ſerue: : 
lane. No miſtris Blage, no anſwere will ſuffize, 
He, he it ie, that witp a * fledge 
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Labours to bzeake into my plighted faith, 
Oh what am J. he ſhould ſo much fo2get 

His ropall State, and his bigh maieſtie: 

Still doch be come diſguiſed to my houle, 

And in moſt humble termes bewꝛaies his loue, 
My huſband grenes, alas how can he choſe, 
Fearing the d of his lane? 


And when he cannot come (ſoʒ him) he wꝛites, 
Dffering 


beſide incomparable gifts, 
And all to winne me to his pꝛincelp will. 
M. Bla. Bel&ene me . Shoare, a dangerous caſe, 
And euer way repeat with doubtfull feare, 
If you ſhould pcld, your vertuous name were lolld 
And pour beloued huſband made aſcozne, 
And il not ye!d, its likely that his lone, 
Which now admires pe, will conuert to hate, 
And who knowes not a pꝛinces hate is death: 
Yet J will not be ſhe ſhall counſaile pee, | 
Good:niftrefſe Shoare do what pe will fo2 me. 
lane. Then counſatle me what J were belt to do. 
M. B. Nou know his greatnes ca diſpenſe with il, 
Making the ſinne ſerme lefer bp his wozth, 
And pou pour ſelle, vour childzen t pour friends, 
Be all adu inced to wozldly dignitie, 
And this wales pompe pou know is a godly thing, 
Pet J will not be ſhee ſhall connſaile pe, 
God miſtreſſe Shoare doe what pe will foꝛ mee. 
lane. Alas J know that J was bound by oath, 
To kœpe the pꝛomiſe that J made at firſt, | 
And vertue lines, when pompe conſumes to duſt. 
M, Blague. So we do ſay,diſhonour is no ſhame, 
When llaunder does not touch th'offenders name, 
Y ou ſhall be folded ln a pꝛinces armes, 
Q hole becke diſperſeth euen the greateſt harmes, 
Many that ſit themſelues in high degree, 
Willthen be glad to ſtope, and bende the knee, 
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And who iſt, haning plentie in the hand, 
Neuer commaunded, bat doth ill commaund, 
That cannot wozke in ſuch erceſſe of things, 
To quit the guilt one ſmall tranſgreſſion bzings? 
Yet J will not be ſhe ſhall counſaile pe, 
Good miſtreſſe Shoarc do what pe will fo mee. 

lane. Here do J liue, although in meane eſtate, 
Pet with a conſctence free from all debate, 
Wheherc higber feting map in time pꝛocure, 
A ſudden tall, and mixe myſwerte with ſowze. 
Mi. Blague, True, Jconfeſſe a pꝛiuate life is god, 
Noz would J otherwiſe be vnderſtod, 
To be aGoldlmiths wife is ſome content, 
But dates in court moze pleaſantly are ſpent, 
A houſeholds gouernment deſerues renowne, 
But what is a companion to a crowne⸗ 
The name of miſtreſſe is a pꝛettie thing, 
But Padamat each wozddoth gloꝛy b ing. 
Yet J will not be ſhe ſhal counſel ye, 
Good miltreffe Shoare do what ye will fo: mce. 

la. Oh that J knew which — the beſt ol twain, 
Which foz J do not, J am ſicks with paine. 

Enterher Boy, 

How now fir boy, what is the 12 pon? 

Boy. The Gentlemanfo;ſoth the other dap, 
That would haue bought the tewcllat cur fall, 
Ts here to ſpeake with pee. 

lane. Dh God it is tbe King, 
God miſtreſſe Blague withdzaw ye from this place, 
Jle come anon,ſolwne as he is gone, 
And ſirra get you to the ſhop againe. Exit Boy. 

M. Bla. Now miltris Shoare bethink pe what to do. 
Such ſuters come not euerie dap to woe. 

Miſtris Blague departs, and the king enters in 
his former diſguiſe. 
k. Thou maiſt connic a p2ibe)of boldnes, 
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That J intrude like an vnbidden gueſt, 
Bat lone being guide, my fault will ſem the leſle. 

Ia. Moſt welcome to pour ſubieds homely rofe, 
The fate my Soueraigne, ſeldome doth offend, 
Unleſſe the heart ſome other hurt intend. 

King. Themolt thou ſeeſt is hurt vnto mp ſelle 
How (oz thy ſake, is maieſtie diſroabde? 
Riches made poze, and dignitie bzought low, 
Onelp that thou might our affection know. 

Jane, The moze the pittie, that within the ſkie, 

The ſunne that ſhould all other vapours dꝛie, 

And guide the woz3ld with his moſt gloztous light 

Is mufTled vp himſclife in wilfull night. 

K. The want of thee, faire Cinthia is the cauſe, 
Spꝛead thou thy ſilaer-b2ightnelfe in the aire, 

And trait the gladſome mo2ning will appeare. _ 

lane. I may not wander, he that guides my carre, 

Is an immoued,conftant, fired ffarre, 

Ki. But J will giue that ſtarre a comets name, 

And ſhieid both ther and him from further blame. 

lane. Row if the hoſt of heauen at this abuſe 
Repine-who canthe p2odigae excule? 

K. It lies within the compaſſe of mp powze, 
To dim their enmous eies, dare ſeeme to lowze, 
45at leauing this our Eniamatike talke, 

Thou muſt ſweet Iane repaire vnto the Court, 
Hts tongue intreats,controls the greateſt pere, 
His hand plights loue, a ropall ſcepter holds, 
And in his heart bee hath confirmoe thy good, 
Which map not,muſt not,ſhalnot be withftod. 

lane. If youenfozce me, J haue nongh: to ſap, 
But wiſh J had not liude to fcc this dap. 

Kk. Blame not the time, thou ſhalt h ue canſe to top. 
Jane in the eueniug J will ſend fo2 thee, 

And thou and thine ſhall bee aduancde by mce, 
In ſigne whcreof receiue this true · loue kille, 
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il meant, there can be no amiſſe. Exit. 

Jane, Well J will in, and ere the time beginne, 
Learne howto be repentant foz my ſinne. Exit. 

Enter Lord Maior,maiſterShoate and Fraun- 
ces Emerlley, 

Maior. But Coſin Shoare, are pee aſſurde it was the King 
pou ſaw in ſuch diſgniſe ? 

Sho. Do J know pou the vncle to my wife: know J Fravke 
Emeiſley her bzother here? ſo ſurely doe J know that couns 
terfeit to bee King. 

Fran. Uell, admit all this. And that his Maieſtie in ſach diſ⸗ 
guiſe, pleaſe to ſurney the maner of our City,oz what occaſion 
elle may like himſelle. Mee thinks pou haue (mall reaſon ho- 
ther Shoare,to be difpleaſde thereat. 

Ma. Oh I haue found him now. 

Becauſe my Nlece his wife is beantifull, 
And well reputed foz her vertnous parts: 

He in his fond conceit miſdoubts the King, 
Doth doate on her in his affection. 

Iknow not Coſin how ſhe way be changde, 
By anp cauſe in pon pꝛocuring it, 

From the faire tariage of her wonted courſe: 
But well J wot, Z bane oft heard pon lap, 
Shec merited no ſcruple of miſlike. 

It now ſome gyddie fancie tn pour bꝛaine 
Make pou conceiue ſiniſterip of her, | 

And with a perſon of ſuch difference. 

I tell pon Coſin, moze foz herreſpea, 
Then to ſoth pon inſuch fottiſhnes, 2 
J would rencale ye open to the woꝛld. 

And let pour folly iuſtly plague pour ſelfe, 

Sho. Unckle pon are too toꝛ ward tn pour rage, 

And much miſtake me in this ſuddennes, 
Ponr Aieccs reputation haue I pꝛizde, 
And ſh:ined as denoutly in my ſoule 

Aspon,oz any that it can concerne. 
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Noz when A tell yon that it is the King, 
Comes muffled like a common 
Doe J inferre thereby mp wife is falſe? 
Oz ſwerues one fot from wonted modeſtie. 
Though inmyſhop ſhce ſit,moze toreſpec, 
Her ſeruants dutie,then foz any ſkill, 
Shee dotb,oz canpzetend in what we trade, 
Is it not ſtrange, that ener when be comes, 
It is to ber, and will not deale with me? 
Ah Uncle Franke, nap, would all her kin, 
Tere here tocenſure of mycauſe arightr 
Though A miſdeeme not her, vet giue me leaue, 
| To doubt what his flie walking may entend. 
| And let me tell ye, hee that is poſſeſt, 
Of ſuch a beautie, feares vndermining gueſts: 
Eſpecially a mightie one, like him, 
CQhoſe greatues map guilde ouer vgly ſinne. 
But ſay his comming is not to my wile, 
Then hath he ſome lie apming at mp life, 
By falſe compounded mettals,o2 light gold, 
Oz elſe ſome other trifle to be ſold. 
When kings themſelues ſo narrowly ds pꝛie 
Into the woꝛld, men feare, and why not Ae 
Fran, Bel&ue me bꝛother in this donbtfal caſe 
I know not wellhow J ſhould anſwere pee, 
I wonder in this ſerious buſie time, 
O f this great gathered beneuolence, 
Foz his regaining of his right in France, 
The day andnightly turmoile of his Lozds, 
Dea of the whole eſtate in generall, 
He can be ſpared from theſe great affaires, 
And wander here diſguiſed in this ſozt. 
But is nat this pour boy? 
Enter the Boy. 
Sha. Pes marie is it: how now, what newes with the? 
Boy. Maiſter, my miſtreſſe by a Nobleman, 3 
| S 


——— 


Kit Edward the fourth. 
Is ſent loꝛ tothe King (nacloſe Coach, x 
bers gon with bim theſe are the newes Ain. 
Ma. How? — — * nee 
Gyone with dune $4] 


To talke of ſuch it is no common thing. 
She is gone thou (aiff? 
Boy. Des truelpfir,tis ſo. 

Sho, Jcannot helpe it, a Gods name let hergoe, 
Pou cannot heipe it Anckle, no, noꝛ you, 

Where kings are medlers, meaner men muſt rue. 
I fo2me againft ite na, fare well lane Shoare. 
Once thou waſt mine, but muff be ſo no moꝛe. 
Maior, Gone to the Court? Exit Maior. 
Sho. Pet vnckle will pe rage: 

Let mine example pour high heat all wage. 

2 note offences in 2 _— man, 

t is inough,amend tan, 
Franke Emetſley, mp wife thy ſiſter was, 
Lands. goods and all J haue, to the J paſſe, 
Saue that poꝛe poꝛtion muſt along with me, 
To beare me from this badge of obloquie, 

It neuer ſhall be ſaid that Mathew Shoare, 
A Kings diſhonour in his bannet woze. 

Fran. Good bzother. 

Sh. @trine not to change me, foz Jam reſolud, 
And will not tarrie. England fare thou well, 
And Edward, foz requiting me ſo well, 

But dare J ſpeake of him-fozbeare,fo;beare, 
Come Franke J will ſurrender all to thee, 
And then abꝛoad, where ere my foꝛtune be 
Enter king Edward, Howard, Sellinger, &cc. 
K, And haue our countrie ſubiecs berne ſo franke 


Excunt. 


And 
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expedition? 
Thanks Coftn Howard fs; thy paines herein: 
We will hane letters ſent to euerie Shire 
Ok thankfull gratitude, that they may know, 
—— mb rap their gentlenes. 
One thing my L. A bad welnerefozgot, 
Pour pleaſant boat the Tanner CS 
King. What of bim Coſin? 
How. Þee was right liberall, 
T wentte old Angels did he ſend your Grace, 
And others ſ&ing him ſo bountifult, 
Dtretcht further then other wile they had done. 
K Truſt me muſt requite that honeſt Lanner. 
Oh bad be kept his woꝛd, and tome to Court, 
Then in god ſadneſle we had had god (pozt. 
' How. That is not long my T. which comes at lait 
ÞHees come to London, on an earneſt cauſe, 
His ſonne lies pꝛiſoner in Saffozb Japle, 
And is condemned fo; a robberie. 
Your Highneſſe pardoning bis ſonnes atfente, 
Map peeld the Tanner no meane e. 
k. But who hath ſeen him lince be came to to lone? 
Sel. y Loꝛd in Holborne twas mp hap to ſe him 
Gazing about, I ſent awapmy men, 
Andclapping on one of their ltnerie cloakes, 
Came to him, and the Tanner knew we fraite, 
How doſt thou Tom? and how doth Nedquoth he 
That honeſt merrie hangman, hob doth he: 
A knowing that pour Pateſtie entended 
{This dap in perſon to come to the Tower, 
Lbere bad him miete me, where Ned and J. 
Would bꝛing him to the pꝛeſence of the King, 


And there pꝛocure a pardon foz his ſanne. 
King. Haue then a care we benotſeneof him, 
Until! we ber pꝛoumded fo; „ 
Becaule 
2 
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Becauſe once moꝛe wele haue a little ſpozt, 
Tom Sellinger; lot that care be pours. 
Sel. A warrantp& my Loꝛd let me alone. 
Enter the Lord Maior. 
K. Welcome L.MWatoz, what bane pou lgnified 
Our thankfulnes vato dur Citizens, 
Foz their iate gathered benenolence? 
Ma. Befoꝛe the Citfzens in our Guildhall, 
Maiſter Nccoꝛzder made a god Oꝛation, 
Of than tull gratitude vnto them all, 
Which they recefned with ſo kind reſpec, 
And lone vnto pour ropall maieſtie, 
As it appearde cd ds they fo;rowed, 
Thetr bountteto your Highnefſe was no moze, 
King, L 02d Paloz,thanks to your ſelfe and them, 
And go pe with vs now into the Tower, 
Co ſeœ the ozder that we ſhall obſerne, 
In this ſa hieedfull , 
The better map pouignifie to them, 
What need there was of their bencnolence. 
Ma. Jle waite vpon pour gracious maie ſtie, 
Pet there is one thing that much grieurth 1 
XCUNc, 
Enter Shoare, & two watermen beating his trunks, 
Sho. Go honeſt fellow, beare my trunks aboozd, 
And tell the maiſter ile come pzeſently. 


Enter miſtris Shoare Lady -· like attired, with diuers 
ſupplications in her hand, ſhe vnpinning her 
maske, & attended on by many ſutors. 
1. Wa. We wil ſir. but what Ladte haue we here? 
Beltke ſhe is of no meane countenance, 
That bath ſo manp ſutoꝛs wait ing on ber. 
Sho. Go one of pon A p2ap ye,enquire her name, 
1.Wa, Pp honeſt friend, what Ladle call pe this: 


Are. Her name is miſtris Sboare, the kings beloy: d, 


A 
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A ſpeciall friend to ſutoꝛs at the court. 
S. Her name is miſtris Shoacc the kings beloned, 
Where ſha!l A hide my head, oʒ top mine eares, 
But like an owle I ſhall be wonvzed at: 
When ſhe with me was wont to walk the fkrefs, 
The people then as ſhe did paſe along, 
would ſay, there goes faire modeſt miſtris Shoare, 
When ſhe attended like a Cittie Dame, 
Mas pꝛaiſed ofmatrons. s that Cittizens, 
TAhen they would ſpeake of ought vnto their wines 
Fetcht their example (ll from miſtris Shoare, 
But now lhe goes deckt in her courtiyrobes, 
This is not tee, that once in ſemely blacke, 
Was the chaſte ſober wife of Mathew Shoare, 
Foz now ſhe is Ring Edwards Concubine, 
Ob great ill title, honourable ſhame, 
Her good J had, but King her ill is thine, | 
Once Shoares true wife,now Edwards Concubine, 
Amongſt the reft ile note her new behaniour. 
All this while ſhe ſtands conſerring priuacly with her 
ſutors, and looking on their bils, 

Aire. God miſtris Shoare remember mp ſons like. 

lane. UWhat is thp name? 

Aire. My name is Thomas Aire. 

Iane. There is his pardon ſigned by the King. 

Aire. In ſigne of humble heartie thankfulnes, 
Take this in Angels twentie pound. 

lane. What thinke pe, that I bay «(ell foz bztbes, 
Hts highnelle fauour, oz his ſublets bloud? 
No, without gifts God grant A may do god, 
Foz all mp good cannot redeme my ill, 

Pet to do good J willendeanour \fill, | 
Sho. Pet all this good doth but guildoze thy ill. alide, 
Palmer. Miſtris the reſtitution ofmy lands, 

Taken pertoꝛce by his higbneſſe officers. 
lane. The King is content pour goods ſhall be * 1 
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But the officers will hardly pteld thereto, 
Pet bee content, ile ſee ve haue no w2ong. 
Sho. Thou canft not ſap to me ſs, J haue w3ong. 

Tockie. Piltris gude faith gin peele helpe me till my laund, 
whilke the faulſe loune Billie Grime'of Glendale hauds wzan- 
fully frea me: iſe white pour gudenes with a bonnie nag,ſall 
ſwumawap ſo deftipas the winde. 

Iane. Pour ſufe my friend, requires a longer time, 
Pet lince pon dwell la farre off, to eaſe pour charge, 
Pour diet with my you map take, 

And ſome reliele ile get thee of the King. 
Sho. Its cold relief thou getſt me from the king. 

lockie. Now Gods bleſſing light on that gudely faire face, 
{ſe be your true beadſman miſtreſſe, I indead,ſal J. 

Pal. God bleſſe the care pon haue of doing good. 0 

Aire. Pittie ſhe ſhould miſcarrie in her life, 
{hat bearesſoſwete a mind in doing good. 
Sho. Soſap Itoo, ah lane this kils my heart, 
That thou recks others, and not ru mp (mart. 

Rufford. iſtreſſe I feare pou haue fo2got my lute? 

lane. Oh, tis fo; a licence to tranſpozt coꝛne from this land. 
and lead to fozrain Realmes, J had pour bil, but I haue tozne 
pour bill, and t ware no ſhame A tbinke, to teare youreares, 
that care not how pou wound the commonwealth. Thepoze 
muſt foz food to fill pour purſe. And the enemie bandie 
bullets ofour lead. Ao maiſter Rufford, ſle not ſpeake fo; you, 
except it be ta haue pon puniſhed, 

Iockie. Bpthemeſle a deft tale, Chʒiſt beniſon light on her. 

She chin ber husband walking aloofe off, and not 


knowing him, takes him for another Sutot. 
Iane. Is that another ſuto3:7Jhaue no bill of his. 

Go one of pon, and know what he would haue. 
Sho, Pes lane, the billof mpobliged faith, 

And Jhad thine, but thou haſt canceldff, ' 

Here ſhe — 


comes to him. 


fur 


— — — 


- But J will væld it backe againe to thee. 
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lane. Oh God it is my huſdand, kind Mathew Shoate. 
Shoare. Ah Iane, whats be dare ſap he is thy hnſband? 

waſt a wife, but now thou art not ſo, 

hou waſt a maide, a maide when thou waſt wile, 

Thou walk a wife even wben thon wat a maide, 

Do god, ſo mode ſt, and ſo chaſte thou waſt, 


But new thon art diuoꝛede, whiles vet hee lines, 


That was thy huſband, while thou waſt his wife. 

Thy wifchood ſtainde, by thy diſhonoured life, 

Foꝛ now thou art no2 widdow, maide, noz wife. 
lane. I mult confcle I peelded vy the Fozte, 

Wherein lap all the riches of my 12p, 

Wut pet ſweete Sboate, befoze J yeelded it, 

F did endure the and greateſt ſiege, 

That euer battred on pw2e chaſfitie, 

And but to dun that din adault the ſame, 

Foz cuer it had beene inuincible, 


Ve cannot blame me, though it be ſo done, 
To looſe by me, what fit dy me was wonne. 
She: No lane, thtre is no plate allowde fo2 mee, 
dere once a Ring hath tane poſſeſſion, 
Menne men bꝛoke nota Rinall in their lone, 
Purh leſſe ſo high vnrinalde Maieſtie. 
Ardncabinetoone ſo great as Edward. 
Is tarre too great tobe the wife of Shoare. 
Jane, I will refuſc the pleaſures ef the Courf, 
An me go with thee Sbdate, though not as a wile, 
Pet as thy ſlaue, ſince haue loſt that name, 
I will redeme the wzong that J haue done tbee, 
With mp true ſeruice, if thou wilt accept it. 
Sho. Thou go with mee Iane, oh God fozbid, 
Chat J ſhould be a trattour to mp King, 
Shall I become afcllon to bis pleaſures, 
And lie away as guiltte of the theft? 
No my deere lane, I ſap it map not bee, ©) 
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Ob what baue ſubtecs that is not their kings, 
Ile not examine his pꝛerogatiue. 
Ia. Why thenſwe&t Mat. let me intreat th dar, 
- What iſt with Edward that I cannot do? 
le make thee wealthier then ere Richard was, 
Chat entertaind the thack greatſt kings in Europe. 
And feaſted them in London on a day 
Aſke what thou wilt, were it a million, 
That map content th, thou ſhalt — ace, - | 

Sho. Indeed this were ſome comfozt to a man, 
That taſted want oz wozldly miſerie, 
But J baue loft what wealth cannot refurne, 
All wozldly loſſes are but toyes to mine, 
Db, all my wealth, the loſe of thee was moze, 
Then euer time 02 Foztune can reffoze. 
Therkoꝛe ſweet lane fare well, once thou waft 
Too rich foz me, and that King Edward knewe, 
Adie w, ob woꝛld, be ſhall deteiued bee, 
That puts his truſt in women oꝛ in thee. 

la. Ay Shoare fare wel, poꝛe heart in death ile fell, 
A euer loude thee Shoate, farewell fare well. Exit. 


Enter king Edward, Lord Maior, How ard,Sellin- 
ger, andthe traine. 

King, Haning awaktefozth of their ſleeplsdens, 
Our dꝛouzte Cannons, which ere long ſhal charme 
The watchfull French, with deaths eternall e&pe, 
And all things elſe in readineſſe foz France, 
A while we will gine truce vnto our care, 
Where is ametrie Tanner nere at hand, 
With whom we meane to be a little merrie. 1 
Therefoꝛe Lozd Maioꝛ, and pou m other friends, 
I muſt intreat pon not, to kuowledge me, 
No man ſtand bare, all as companions, - 
Oiue me a Cloake, that 3 may be diſguſſdy, 
Tom Scllinge 100 thou and take another, 


_—_—  - — 
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So Tanner, now come when pee pleaſe, we are pꝛouided, 
And in good time, ſee hee is come alreadie. 
Euter the Tanuer. 

Tom Sellenger, go thou and meete him. 
Sel. Wihat Iohn Hobs? welcome ffatth to court, 
Hob. Gtamercies honeſt Tom, where is the hangman 

Ned? where is that mad raſcall, ſhall A not ſee him: 

Sel. Set where he ſtands, that ſame is hee. 

Hob. What Ned?a plague found thee, bow doſt thou fo2 a 
villaine? how voſt thou madde Rogue,andhow,and how? 

King. In bealth lohn Hobs, and verie glad to ſee thee, 
But fay, what winde dꝛoue thee to London. 

Js 'Ah Ned, I was bzought hither with a whirlewinde 

mi, mylonne, my lonne. did I not tell thee I had a knaue to 

5 ſonne? 

King. ves Tanner, what of him? 

Hob. Faith hees in Caperdoche Ned, in Stafford Goale, foz 
à robberie, and is like tobe hangde,ercept tyou get theKing 
to be moze miſerable to him. 

King, If that de all Tanner, lc warrant him, 

I will pꝛocure his pardon ct the King, 

Hobs. Wilt thou Ned? foz thoſe good woꝛds, ſee what my 
Daughter Nell hath ſent thee, a handkerther w2onght with 
as good Couentrie ſilke blew thꝛeed. as euer thou ſaweſt. 

King. And J perhaps may wearc it foz her ſake, 

In — — thou art aware off, 

Hobs. Ho Ned, a better p2eſent? that canſt thou not haue 
foz ſilke, cloath, and woꝛkemanſytp, why Nell made it man. 
But Ned? is not the Ring in this compante, wsha: hee in the 
long beard and the redde petticoate? befoze God A miſooubt 
Ned that is the Ring, I know it by my Lozd what pe cals 
players, 

g. How by them Tanner? 

"4 Euer when they play an Enterloute 02a Commodity 
at Zamwozth, the Uing alwaies is in a long beard, and a red 
gawne like him,therefoze Jſpckt him to be the Bing Kin 
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Ho truſt me Tanner, this is not the King, but thou 
24 — ma par don foz thy 
ſonne too with thee. 
This man is the Lozd Patoz, Lozd Paloz of London, here 
was the Recozder too,but hee is gone. 

Hobs, What Nicnames theſe courtnoleshane 2 Bare and 
Co2der quotha: we haue no ſuch at Liechfield, there is the ho. 
neſt Bayliſfe and his bzethzen,ſuch wozds gree beff with vs. 

King. „ this 
honeſt Tanner welcome 

. Maior. Pon arc welcome my honeft friend, 
In ſigne whereof J pzap pou ſee mp houſe, 
Ai;>(appe with mee this night. 

Hobs. J thanke pee good godman Paſo , but J care not 
f2:nomeate, my ffomacke is like to a ſicke ſwines ,» that 
will neither eate noz dzinke. till ſh&@ know what chal become 
of her pigge. Ned and Tom, pon pzomiſde me a good turns 
now Icame to Court, etther doo K now , oz go hang pour 
elues. 

King, Noſooner comes the Aing, but J will doo it. 

Sel. J warrant thee Tanner,feare not thy ſonnes life. 

Hobs. Nap, I fearenot his life, A feare dis death, 


Enter Maiſter of Saint Katherines, and 
Widow Norton. 


Maiſte. All health and happineſle to n Doueraſgne, 
King, The Maiſter of Saint Katherines hath marde all; 
Hobs. Out alas that euer I was bozne, 


The Tanner falles in a wound, they labour to teuiue him, 
meane while the king puts on his royall robes, 


King. Looke to the Tanner there, he takes no harme, 


J wonldnot bane him ( ſoʒ mp crowne) miſcarrie. 
Wid. Let me come to him W god leaue, 


Heres 


The Firſt part of 


Heres ginger boneit man, bite it. | 

- Hobs. Bite ginger ; bite ginger, dite a dogs date, 

am but a dead man, ah my „ that you ſhould deale 

r but it makes no matter, I 

King. But loben Tanner cant thou tell: 

Hobs, Nay euen when'pou pleaſe, foz I haue ſo defended 

pe, by calling ve plaine Ned, mad rogue and raſcall , that 1 

kndw poule haue me hangde. Therefeze make no moze a⸗ 

doe, but ſend me do tone to Staffozd, and there a Gods name 

hang me with mp ſonne. And heres another as honeft as 

— Learn bis 
as, man too, t 

to it, euen when and where ye will. CARIES 

- King, Tanner attend, not onely doo we pardon thee, 

But in all pzincely kindneſſe welcome thee, 


And thy ſonnes treſpaſſe doe we pardon too, 
Oꝛe goe 


and ſe that fozthwith it bee dzawne, 
Under our ſeale of England, as it ought, 
And foztie pounds wee giue the todefrap 
Chy charges in thy ing bp to London, 
Now Tanner, what ſaiſt thou to vse + 

Hobs, Parrie pou ſpeake like an honeſt man, if 
pou meane as you lay, 
King, Mee meane it Tanner, on our ropall 


Now maiſter of S. Ratberines, what would you: 
M. Pp gracious Loꝛd the great beneuolence, 
(Though ſmall to that your ſubieds could atfoꝛd, 
Ol pe S. Aatberines do I bzing your grace, ) 
Flue hundzed pounds here haue they ſent by me. 
Foz the eaſter poztage,all in Angell gold, 
What this god widow miſtris Norton will, 
ä 
pꝛe 
Noz onerweningin mine owneconceit, == 


Bakes 


4 ” 9 een 
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Makes me thus bold to come befoze pour Grace; 
But loue and dutie fo pour maieſtie: 
And great deſire to ſ my Loꝛd the King, 
Out maiſter here ſpake of benenolence, 
1 — — 

t pour b 
A widowes mite, a token of ber zeale, 
dg et anne a angie 

Xi. Now bympecrowne,a gallant luſtie Girle; 

Ot alltheerhiditionyet beſfowed, 
This womans liberalitie likes me beit. 
Is thy name Norton? 

Wid. Imp gractous Lledge, 
How long baſt thou beene a Widow? 
It is mp Lozd, 
DIG burte Wilkin mp godman, 
At Shzouetide next even tuff a dozen peares. 
K. In al which ſpace,couldſt thou not finda man. 
On whom thou mightit beſtow thy ſelſe againe ? 


Wid. Mot any like my Wilkin whole deare loue, 


Iknow is matchleſſe, in reſped of whom, 
I thinke not any wozthie of a kiſſe. 
k. Ao widow?that ltetrie,bow line you tbise 


He kiſſeth het. 


VVid. Beſhꝛeto my heart, it was a honnie kile, 


Able to make an aged woman poung: 

And foz the ſame moſt ſweat and louely Pꝛince, 
See what the widow giues pou from her ſtoze, 
Foꝛtie olde Angels but foꝛ one kiſſe moꝛe. 

K. Parſe Widow and thou ſhalt haue it, 
Iohn Hobs thou art a widower, 
Lackſt thou ſuch a wile⸗ 


| 


Hobs, Snailes, twentie ponnds kifle ha eragmary 


» twentle 
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twentie pound bags as I baue knobs of barke in my tantat 
ſhee might kille them away in a quarter of a peare. Ile no 
Saint Katherines widowes , if kiſſes be ſs deare. 
4 = Clubs and clouted ſhooes, theres none enamourd 
e. - 

King. Lo2d Patoz, we thanke yon and entreat withall, 
To recommend vs to our Cittizens: 
We mult foz France, we bid pon all farewell, 
Come Tanner thou ſhalt with vs to Court, 
To mozrow vou ſhal dine with my Loꝛd Patoz, 
And after ward ſet homeward when pe pleaſe: 
Godand our right that onelp fights fo2 vs, 
Adie w, pꝛay that our tovle pꝛoue pꝛoſperous. 


FINIS. 


Excunt. 


E 


SECOND PART 
of King Edward the Fourth. Con- 


raining his iourney into France, for obtaining 


of his right there: The trecherous falſhood of the 
Duke of Burgundie, andthe Conſt able of France 
vſed againſt him, and his returne home againe, 
Likewiſe the profecution of the hiſlotie 
of M. Shoare and his faire wife : Conclu- 


ding with the lamentable death 
of them both, 


Enter king Edward, Howard, Sellinger, and Soldiers 


marching, 8 N 
war 


> this the aide our Colin Burgundle, 

And the great Conſtable of France aured bse 

Haue we marched thus farre thzough the heart of France: 
And wtth the tecro2 of our Engliſh D2umns: | 
Ronzde the poꝛe trembling which leaue their towng 
That now the Wolues affrighted the fields, | 
Do get their p2ap,and Rennell in their Treets ? 

Our thundzing Canons, now this foztnight ſpace, 

Like common Bell - men in ſome market towne, 

Haue cried the Conſtable and Burgundle: 

But pet I ſee they come not to our aide, 

Weele bꝛing them in, oz by the bleſſed light, 


Wecleſeacch the Ground - lilles of their Cittis walles, 
F 3 Dine 


De purpoſed, but ſome inipediments, 


The ſecond part of 
Since you haue bzought me hither : A will make, 


The pꝛoudeſt Cowerthatſtands in France to quake, 

A marualle Scales returnes not,foz by him | 
A doereſpec to heare their reſolutions. 
Enter the Lord Scales. ' 


returnde. 


How. Py ®oneraigne be is happily 
Ed,TWelcoine mp Lozd,welcome god Coſin Scales, 
What newes front Burgundie, what is anſwer? 
Nhat comes he to our ſuccour as be pꝛomiſed: 
Scal. Hot by bis god wil,fozougbtthatA can ſee 
He lingers ſtill in his long ſledge at Auſe. 
A vꝛgde his pꝛomiſe and pour expettattun, 
Euen to the loꝛce and compalle ofmy ſpirit, 
IA chterde my firme perſwaſions, with pour hopes, 
And gylded them with my beit Dzatozle , 
Aframde my ſpeech ſtill fitly as J tound 
The temper of his humo2 , to be wꝛought vpon, 
But till I found him earthly, vnreſolude, 
Muddie, and me thought euer thzongh bis cies, 
I ſau bis wauering and vnſetled ſpirit, 
And to be ſhozt,ſabtile and trecherons, 
And one that doth entend no good to pou, | 
And be wtilcome,and pet be wanteth power, 
He would falecome,but map not leaue the ſlege, 
He hopes be ſhall, but yet he knowes not when, 


Hauc hindzed his determined intent, 
Bꝛieũlp, I thinke he will not come at all. 
Ed. But is he like to take the towne of Nuſe? 
Sca. Pp Lo2d thefowne is liker to take him, 
That if he chance to come to pon at all, 


T's but foz ſuccour. 


Ed. But what ſaies Count Saint Paul? 

Scales. Py Lozd. he lies, and reuelles at B. Quintins 
And laughs at Edwards comming into France, 
There Dominering with his dꝛunzen crue, 
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Paks 


King Edward the Fourth, 


Pake Jigges of vs, and in their ſlauering icſts, 
Tell bow like rogues we lie bere in the field, 
Chen comes a lane one of thoſe d2unken ſots, 
In with a Tauerne reckoning foꝛ a ſupplicatſotr, 
Diſguiſed with a cuſhion on bis head, 

A Dꝛawers Apꝛon foz a Heralds Coate. 


And tels the Count, the King of England craues 


One of his wozthie honoꝛs Dog-kennels, 
To be his lodging foz a dap oʒ two. 
ith ſome ſuch other Tauerne ſwlerie: 
With that this filthie raſcall greaſie rout, 
zaſt out in laughter at this woꝛthie ieſt. 
Heighing like hozſes: thus the Count Saint Paul 
Regardes his pꝛomiſe to pour maieſtie. 
Ed. Nil no man thzuſt the ſlaue into a ſackbut ? 
Sel. Now bythis light were J but neere the lane 
with a black Jacke J would beat ont his bzaines. 
Ho, If it pleaſe pour highnes but to ſap the wozd, 
TUrle plucke him out of Quintins bp the cares, 
Ed. No coſin Howard, wæle reſerne our valour, 
Fo: better purpoſe, ſince thep both refuſe vs, 
Our ſelues will be vnriualde in our honour, 
Now our fir ſt caſt my Lo2d is at m une France, 
Whilſt pet our Armie is in health and ſtrong, 
And haue we once but bzoke vnto that warre, 
J will not leaue S. Paul, no: Burgundie, 
Not a bare Pigſcoate to ſhʒoud them in. 
Heraulde 0 
He. Pp Soueraigne. | | 
Ed. Go Herauld, f to Lewes the French King, 
Denounce ſterne warre, and tell him J amc2me, 
To take poſſeſſion ot my Realme of France, 
Defie him boldly from vs. be thy voice 
As ficrce as thunder, ta affright his ſoule: 
Verauld be gone I ſap, and be thy bzeath, 
Percing as ligutning, and thy as death 
4 


MH 
& % ® : 


The ſecond part of 
Her. I goe my Ltedge reſolude to your hie will. 


Exit. 
Ed. ound Dzam I la ſet ſoꝛ ward inithj our pouer, 


And France ere long expect adzeadfull hower, 
I will not take the Engliſh tandard downe, 


Cill thou empale mp temples with thy Crowne. 


Enter Lewes the French king, Burbon, and S. Pier, with the 
Herauldeof Evgland. 


K. Lewes. Heraulde of England, we are pleaſedfo n 
What meſſage thou haſt bought vs from thy Ring, 
Pꝛepare thyſelfe,andbe aduiſde in ſpeech. 

Engliſh Heraulde, Right gratious and moſt china king 
of France, 
I come not to thy pꝛeſence vnpꝛeparde 
To doe the meſſage of my Ropall Liedge. 
Edward the Fourth, of England and ot France, 
The lawfull King,and Lo2d of Ireland, 
Whoſe puiſſant magnanimious bzeaſt incenlde, 
Thꝛough manifeſt notozions infuries, 
Offred by thee King Lewesand thp French, 
Againſt his title to the crowneof France, 
And right in all theſe Dukedomes following, 
Aquitaine, Aniow, Guyen, Aguileſme, 
Bꝛeatbes foꝛth by me the Sꝛgane of his ſpeech, 
Hoſtile defiance to thy realme and thee: 
And trampling now vpon the face of France, 
With barbed hozſe,and valiant armed fate: 
Himſelfe the leader of thoſe martiall troupes, 
Bids the to battell, where and when thou darſt, 
Except thou mate ſuch reſtitution 
And pearelp tribute on good hoſtages, 
As may content his iuſt conceined wꝛath, bas 
And to this mefageanſwere J expect. 


Lew. Right peremptozie is this embaſſage, 
And weremp ropal Bzother of England pleaſde, 


To 
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King Edward the fourth. 


To entertaine thoſekind affections, 
Mhere with we doe knbzace dis amitie: 
Neeoleſle were all theſe thunder-thzeatuing wo2ds, 
Let heauen( where all aur thoughts areregtſtred) 
Beare recoꝛd, with what depe defire of peace, 

e ſhall. ſubſcribe to ſuch conditions, 
As cquitie foz England ſhall pzopound, 
Tf Edward haue ſuſtained wzong in France, 
Lewes was neuer anthoz of that wong, 
Pet kaultles we will make due recompence, 
e areaſfurde that his maleTike thoughts 
In his milde ſptrit did neuer meane theſe warres, 
Till Charles Burgundie once our fawning friend, 
But now our open ſoe, and Count S.Paul, 
Our ſubiea once and Conſtable of France, 
But now a traytoꝛ to our Realmeand vs, 
Were motines to intite dim unto Armes, 
Which having done will leaue him on my lite. 

Her. The Ning my matter reckes not Burgundy, 
And ſcoꝛnes S. Paul that trecherous Conffable, 
His putlance is ſutficient in it ſeiſe, 
To conquer France line his pꝛogenttoꝛs. 

K. L. He ſhall not næd ta waſte by fozce of warre, 
Where peace ſhall peeſd dim moꝛe then he can win: 
We couet peace,and we will parchaſe it 
At any rate that reaſon can demaund, 
And it is better England ioyne in league 
With vs bis ſtrong, old, open enemie, 
Than with thoſe weake t new diſſembling friends, 
We doe ſecure vs from our openfoes, 
But trult in frien s) we repoſe, 
Pp Lozd S. Piere and colin Burbon ſpeake, 
What cenſure pou of Burgundy, and S.Paul? 

S. Pi. Dꝛead Loꝛd, it is wel knowne 
Pade ſhew of tender ſeruics to your maleſtie, 
Till by the engine of his flatteries, 


The ſecondpart of 


He made a bzeach into pour Highnes one, 
Niere entred once and thereof full ee, 
De ſo abuſde that royall exceulence, 
By getting toting tntomany tones, 
Caſtles and fozts belonging to pour Crotone, 
Chat now be holds them gainit pour realme t vs. 
Burb. And Count . 2 Confablaof France, 
Ambitious in that high autbozitte,  - 
Uſarps the lands and Selgneuries of thoſe 
That are true ſubiects,noble ren ul France, 
Your boundle ſſe fauaurs did dum firſt ſabozne, 
—— ta bepour Liegeman be thinks ſcoꝛne. 
ythiaconſeaure,the vulteadycourſe, | 
Ch ropall maſter vadertakes in France, 
And Herald intimate what fernuent geale, . 
Me haue to league with Edward and his Englich, 
Thee hundꝛed crownes we giue thee foz reward, 
And of rich Crimſon veluet thirtle'pardes, 
An —— — rg 
Qe ſhew the not anc diſcontented lone 
Noz render him one miſbeholden wo2d 1 
But hia defiance and his dare to warre, 
Me ſwallow with the ſupple ople of peace: 
TUhich gentle Herald if thou canſt pꝛocure, 
A thouſand crowneaſhall tuſtly guerdon ther. 
Her. So pleaſe it your mol ſacred Mateſtie, 
To ſend vnto my grat ious Doueralgne, i 
Equall conditions foꝛ the bonds of _ 83 
And reſtitution of bis iniuries, 5 
His temper is not of obdurate malice, 
But ſ werte relenting pꝛintelp clemencie, 
Perfo2me your pꝛomiſe of a thouſand crownes, 
And ſecond me with ſome fit meillenger, 
And J will vndertake to wozke pour peace. | 
Lew. By the true honour of a Chʒiſtian King, 
Etec our peace and thou ſhalt haue our crownes, 


am 


King Edenrd che fourth. 


And we will poſte a Þerald after thee, 
Chat ſhall confirme thy ſpeech and our defignes: 
Goe Mugeroune,ſee to this Herals giuen 
The — thz>& hundzed crownes pꝛepoſde, 

Fare well god ri dur requeſt, 
And kindly recommend vs to Ring Edward. 

Exeunt Engliſh Herald and Mugero ine. 
How think ponLo2ds, iſt not maze requiſite 
eee eee 
es grat unds are ble ding yet, 

{hat Talbot, Bedford, and Ring Henry made, = 
Which peace muſt cure,oz France hall languiſh ſtill. 

S. Piere. Beſtdes (mp Liege) by theſe inteſtine foes, 
Lhe Conſtable and trecherous Burgundie, 
The States in danger if the Engliſh ſtirre. 

Enter Mugeroune. 

K. Lew. Tis perilous and full of doubt my Lo2dg, 
Ve muſt haue peace with England euerp way, 
Who ſhall be Herald in theſe bighaffay;es 2 

Bur. No better man then Ponſteur Mugeroune, 
TWhoſe wit is ſharpe, whoſe eloquence is ſound, 
His pꝛeſence gratious, and his courage god, 
A gentleman, a ſcholler, and a ſouldiour, 
A compleate man foz ſuch an Embaſſage: 
Art thou content to be employde Mugetoune, 

In this negotiation to Ring Edward ? 

Mug. I pour molt ſacred Pateſtiecominannd, 

Pour — vaſſall Mugeroune ſhall goc. 
K.Lew.Gramercics Mugeroune,but thou muſt aſſume, 
A Beralds habit, and his office both, 

To pleade our loue, and to pꝛocure us peace 

With English Ed ward, foz the god of France, 

Mug. A know the matter andthe fozme my Lozd, 
Gine me my Heralds coate, and J am gone. 

K. Lew. Chou art a man compoſde ſoꝛ buſineſſe, 
Attend on vs loꝛ thy inftructions, 


The ſecond part of 


And other fit ſupplies foz thele affapzes, 
And foz thy diligence expect reward, 


Enter ſeuerall waies Burgundĩe and the Conſtable 


of France. 


— Mbitber away ſs faff goes Burgundy ? 
Bur. Nay rather whither goes the Conſtable : 
Con. Why to King Edward(man)ts be not come 2 
thou not likewiſe to goe viſit him? 
Bur, Oh excellent, know that in thy ſoule, 
Thou knowft that I doe purpoſe nothing leſſe, 
Nap A doe know foz all thy out ward ſhew, 
Thou haſt no meaning once to loke on him. 
Bꝛother diſſembler, leaue this colouring, 
With him that meanes as falſely as thy ſelfe. 
Con. I, but thou knowſt Þ Edward on our letters, 
And hoping our affiſkance when he came, 
Did make this purpoſde voyage into France, 
And with his fozces is he here arriude, 
Trufting that we will kepe our woꝛd with him. 
Now, though we meane it not, vet ſet a fate 
Upon the matter, as though we intended 
To kæpe our woꝛd with bin effecnally, 
Bur. And foꝛ mp better countenance in this caſe, 
My lingring ſiege at Nuſe will ſerne the turne, 
There will I ſpend the time to diſappoynt, 
Ling Edwards hope of my confoyning with him. 
Con. And J will kepe me ſtill here in S. Quintins, 
Pꝛetending mightie matters foꝛ his aide, 
But not per foꝛming anp on mp woꝛd, 
The rather Burgundy, betauſe I atme, 
At matters which perhaps map coſt pour head, | } All 


Ik all hit right to expedation, this 
In the meane ſpace like a god craftie knaue, aſide 
That hugs the man, he wiſheth hangd in hart, 


Keepe 


King Edward the fourth. 


Kepe J fatre weather ſtill with Burgundy, 

Till matters fall out foz mppurpoſe fit. 

Ici ſont mon ſecrets, beau temps pour mo. 
Bur. Ici ſont men ſecrets,beautemps pour moy. 

Are yeſocraftie Conſtable ? — aries, 


Chat pꝛies not into all pour policies, 

Who J: no, God doth know mp ſimple wit, 

Can neuer ſound a judgement of ſuch reach, 

As is our cunning Conſtable of France: 

thy ſelfe ſo Fill, and when time ſerues, 

d that thon art in moſt extremitie, 

Needing mp helpe, then take thou herde of me, 

In meane while Sir,you are the only man | 

That hath my beart,hath : I, and great reaſon to, 

Chus it befits men of derpe reach to dw. 

Well Conſftable,youle back againe to Nuſe, 

And not aide Engliſh Edward? 

Con. — an 
Andkepet Quintins 
Smile at King Edwards weake tcapatitie. Exeunt. 
Enter King Ed ward, with Burgundie, Howard, 
Sellenger, and Scales, 
K. Ed. Tell not me Burgundie, tis Jam wꝛongd, 

And vou haue dealt like a diſlopall Knight. 

B. Edward of England, theſe are vnkingiy wo2ds, 
King. e that wil doe my Loʒd) what he ſhould not, 

Pulk and ſhall beare of me what be wouldnot, 

I ſay againe pou haue deluded me. 
Bur. Am Jnot come accozding to mp wozde- 
K. Ro Charles of Burgundie, thy wozd was ginen 

To meete with me in Apꝛill, now tis Augult, 

Che place appointed Calice,not Lozraine, 

And thy appꝛoach to be with martiall troupes: 

But thon art come, not hauing in thy traine, 


— 


The ſecondpartof 


So much as Page oz Lackſe to attend thee, | 
As who ſhould ſay thy pzeſence were munition, 
And ſtrength enough to anſwer our expect : 
Summer is almoſt ſpent, yet nothing done, 
And all by dalliance wir h vntertaine hope. 
Burg. Py foꝛces lay betoʒe the citie Nuſe, 
From which J could not tiſe, but with diſhononr, 
Unleſſe vpon ſome compoſition had. 
K. Ed. Chere was no ſucherception in pour letters. 
Why ſmiles Lozd Scales? | 
Scales. Pp man repoꝛts my Lozd, 
The compaſition that the Duke there made, 
Was mere compulſion : fo; the citizens 
Dꝛaue him from thence perfozce. 
K.Ed. I thought ſo much: 

Ve ſhould not pet haue ſcene pour excellence, 
But that your heeles were better then pour hands. 
B. Lozd Scales, thou doſt me w2ong to flander me, 
K.Ed.Letting that pafe,ſt ſhall be ſeene my Lozd, 
That we are able of our ſelfe toclatme 

Our right in France, without oz your aſſiſfance, 
Oz anyothers,but the helpe of heauen. 
Bur. J make no queſtion of it, yet the Conffable 
Pꝛeſt with no ſuch occaſion as J was, 
' Pight haue excuſde vs both if de had pleaſde. 
K. Ed. Accuſe htm not, your cities as we came, 
Mere euen as much to be condenmde as his, 
They gage vs leaue to lye within the field, _ 
And ſcarcely would affw2d vs meate ſoꝛ money, 
Chis was ſmall friendſhip tnrefpect of that, 
You had ingagde pour honour toperfozme. 
But march we fozward as we were 
This is B. Quintins, where pon ſay mp L0zd, 
The Couſtable is readie to receiue vs. 
Bur, So much he ſigniſled to me by letter. HR 
KEd. Well we ſhall ſee his entertainment:fo;ward, 


As 


| 
1 
0 


| nan the fourth. 


Ast march ypon the fla LordScales is firooke downe, 
* two ſouldiours ſlaine outright, with great ſhot 
— Huw. 
Flie to our maine battaile, bid them ſtand, 
Theres treaſon plotted :ſpeake tome Lozd Scales, 
Oz if there be no power of life remaining, 
To vtter thy hearts grieuance, make a ſigne, 
Two of our common ſouldiours llaine befide, 
This is hard welcome : but it was not pou, 
At whom the fatall enginer did ame, 
My beaſt the lenell was, though you the marke, 
In which conſpiracie anſwer me Duke, 
Is not thy ſoule as guiltte as the Carles? 
But. Pexiſ my ſoule, King Edward, i I knew 
Ol an ſuch intention: yet I did, and grienc that it 
bath ſped no other wiſe. 

K. Ed. Howard and Sellinger? 

Burgundie ſteales away. 
What is there hope of life in none of them: 

Ho. Che ſouldiours are both ſlaine outright mp _ 
But the L 02d Scales a little is recouered. 

K. Ed. Conuap his body to our Pauillion, 
And let our Surgeons vie all diligence 
Che can deuiſe foʒ ſafegard of his lite, 

Thilſt we with all extremitie of warre, 

Goe plague S. Quintins: Howard fetch on our powers, 
Ne will not ſfirre a fate, till we hane ſhewne 

Juſt vengeance on the Conſtable of France. 

Oh God, to woe vs firft to palle the ſea, 
And at our comming thus to halt with vs, 
I thinke the like thercof was neuer ſeene. 
But whercs the Duke? 

Sel. Gone as it ſeemes my Lo2d, 
Stept ſecretly awap, as one that knew  . 
His conſcience would vacenſy pinel if he ſtalde. 


k. Ed. 
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The ſecond part of 


K Ed. Apaire of molt diſlembling hypocrites; 
—— — woke ang 
Leaning Lewis bnp2eludizde in peate 
To ſpend the whole meaſnre of mp kindled rage, 
Their ſtreetes ſhallſweate with their effuſed blod, 
And this batght Sunne be darkned with the ſmoke, 
Df lmouldztng cinders, when their citie lies 
Buried in aſhes of reuengefull flre, 
On whoſe pale ſuperſicies inthe ſtead 


Ol parchmet, with my launce Ale dzaw theſe lines, 
Edward of England left this memorie, 


In iuſt revenge of hateſull rrecherie. 
Enter Howard againe. 

Loꝛd Howard haue pe done as Jcommanded? 

How. ——— and on the bzow 
Oft euerp interiour ſeruiter mp Lo2d, 
Bou might bebold deffrucion | figured, 
Greedily thꝛuſting to begin the fight: ; 
But when no longer they might be reſtrainde, 
And that the dʒzumme and trumpet both began 
To ſound warres chæretull harmonie: behold, 
A flagge of truce vpon the walles was hangd, 
And koꝛth the gates did iſue me&klp pac t, 
Thꝛe men, whereol\ the Conſtabie is one, 
The other two the Gunner and his mate, 
By whole groſſe oner-light (as they repoꝛt) 
This ſudden chance vnwittingly befell. 

K. Ed. Bꝛing fozth the Conſtable : the other two, 
Ser them ſafe guarded, till pou know our pleaſure. 

— — 

Now mp Lozd Howard, ho ili with Scales? 

Ho. Well my dzead Souneraigne,now his wound is dzeff, 
And by the opinion of the Surgeons, 
Its thought he ſhall not periſh by this hurt. 

K. Ed. Jam the gladder, but vnfaithfu!l Earle, 
A doe not ſee how pet J can dilpence 


| King Edward the fourth. 


With fhy ſabmiMlon,this was not the welcome, 

- Pour letters ſent to England, pꝛomiſde me. 
rr 

That am as innocent in this offence, 

As any ſouidtour tnthe Englth armie, 

The fault was in our gunners (gnozance, 

Who taking pon foz Lewis ing of France, 

That ltkewile is within the cities kenne, ; 

F 

And not of malice to your maieſtie, | | 

And thirtie Serneus e. 

Gent by the Burgers to rede@me pour lache. 
K. Ed. Conſtable at Frante, we will not ſell adzop 

Of Enalth blod,fe; all the gold in : 

But in ſomnch two ot our men are 

To qut their deaths, thole two that came with thee 

hal! both be cramde tatoa — 

It lonot like but thak they knewour cdl, 

our 

— — — 

—— pe 

But thatour perſon was the mark ge- it 

Pet are we wellcontenttohold pon excyſde, 

Mary our ſouldtours mult be 

And therefoze firſt ſhall be diffribated, Fa 

Thele crownes amongſt the, then pou ſhal refurne, 

And ol pour befk p;outftonſendto vs, 

F cine kumae of ode, 
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eee eee 
Burgundie, 


Together with the Duke of 
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Doe cretomo2rownone b2ing all pour fozce, 
And1opne with ours, oꝛ elſe we doe recant, 
And theſe conditions ſhall be fruſtrate. : 

C. Pine are at hand my Loꝛd, and J will wzite, 
Lhe Duke may like wiſe be in readineſſe. 

K Ed. Let him haue ſafe condud᷑ thzough our armp, 
And gainſt the moznlugenery leader ſee, 
His troupes be furnilhe, fo: no longer time, 
God willing ſhall the triall be deferred, 

CTwirt Lewis and vs. What echoing ſound is this: 

Sel. A —9*——ĩç— amt 
Cranes parlance wich pour excellente. 

K. Ed. A gentleman, bꝛing him in. 

What newes a Gods name rd our bzother Lewis? 
| Enter Mugeroune, 

Mu.Polt puiſtant and molt honourable King, 
My ropall maſter, Lewis the Aing of France, 
Doth græte pour Þighnes with vnlained loue, 
Withing pour health, pꝛoſperitie, and rule, 
And thus he ſales by me, When was it ſerne, 
That euer Lewis pzetended hurt to England, 
Either bp cloſe conſpiratoꝛs ſent ouer, 
To vndermine pour ſtate: oz openly, 

By taking armes, with purpoſe ts inuade: 
Nap when was it, that Lewis was euer heard, 
So much as to detract from Edwards name: 
But fill bath done him all his due of ſpeech, 
By blazing to the woꝛld his high deſerts, 
Ol wiſedome, valour, and his heroicke birth: 
hence is it then that Edward is incenſde, 
To render hate foz loue, fo; amitie ſterne warre: 
Not of himſelte we know : but by the meancs 
Of ſome mfections counſell, that like mud, 
Wonldſpoyle the pure temper of bis noble minde, 
It is the Duke, and that pernictous revell, 
Earle of S. Paul, haue ſet abzoach theſe warres, 
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Who of themſelnes,vnable fo pzoc&de, 
Would make pour Grace the inſtrument of w2ong, 
And when pou haue done what you can foz them, 
Pouthall be ſure ot nothing but of this, 
Still to be doubled and d(lembled with. 
But if it might ſceme gratious in pour eye, 
To caſt off thele deſpiſde confederates, 
Unfit companions foz la great a Þztnce, 
And fopne in league with Lewis my ropall maſter, 
Him ſhall vou finde as willing as of power, 
To doe pour Grace all offices of lone: 
And what commoditie may ſpꝛing thereby, 
To both the Realmes, pour Grace i wiſe enough, 
Without mp rude ſuggeſtions to imagine, 
— be pꝛeuented — 
Shall mete together to ſhake hands in peace, 
And not with ſhock o Launce and Curtelaxe, 
That Lewis is willing, I am his ſubſtitute, 
And he himſelle in perſon il pou pleaſe, 
Not larre ſrom hence will ignifie as much. © 
K. Ed. Str, withdza > and giue vsleane a while, 
To take aduiſement of our Counlſellozs, 
What ſay ye Lozda vuto this p2offered truce 2 
Ho. In my conceit let it notbeflipt mp Lozd, 
Sel. Wilt not be diſhonour haning landed 
Do great an armie in theſe parts of France, 
And not to fight befoze we docreturne + 
Ho, How can it when the enemie ſubmits, 
And ol himſelle makes tender ol allegiance? 
Sel. I thats the queſtion whether he will pxld, 
And doe King Edwardfcaltie ono, 
Ed. What talke yeLo2ds he ſhallſabſcribe to that, 
Oz no conditions Ile accept at all. ; 
Ho. Let him be bound my Lo2dto pap your Grace, 
Toward pour expences,ſince poor conuningouer, 
G 2 Deauentie 
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Seanentle fine thouſand crownes of the e, 
And peerely afrer fiſtie thouſand moze, 
During pour lile, with — 
That he doth hold his ropaltie frompon, 
And take his offer, twill not beamiſle. 
Ed. It ſhall beſo,dzawpouthe articles, 
And Sellinger call fozth the meſſenger, 
Bing with the to a cup ot᷑ maſſie gold, 
And bid the bearer of our pꝛiuie purſe, 
Ipcloſe therein a hundzed Engliſh Nyals, 
Friend we doe accept thy maſters League, 
— With no leſſe firme affection then he cranes, 
Tf he will mete vs here bet wirt dur tents, 
It ſhall on both ſides be confirmde by oth, 
On this condition that he will ſubſcribe, 
Tocertaine Articles ſhall 1 — 
And ſo thou haſt thy anſwer, to requite 
{by paines herein, we gine to the this cup. 
Her. eaith and lacreale of honour waite on Edward. 
Fd. Lozd Howard bzing the Frenchmanon dis wap. 
Ed. A ing Lewis is one that neuer was pꝛeciſe: 
But now Loꝛd Howard and Tom Selli 
There is a taſke remaines foz pon to doe, 
And that is this, pou two ſhall be duſguiſde, 
And one of pon rtpaꝛe to 
The other to the Conſtable of France, 
Where you ſhall learne in ſecret if pon can, 
If they intend to mete vs here to moꝛrom, 
Oz bob they take this our accoʒd with France, 
Somewhat it giues me pon will bzingfromthence 
TUo2thie the noting, wall you vndertake it: 
Sel. With all mp hart my TL. J am foꝛ Burgundte. 
How, And J am foz the TConſtable of France. 


Exeunt. 
Ed. Bake ſpæde againe, what newes + 
Meſl. The king of France my L. attended ropally, 
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Ts marching hither ward to miete your Grace. 
Ed. He ſhall be welcome, haſt thou dzawne the articles ? 
Meſſ. Nes mp dzead 
Ed. Goe, call fo2th our tratne, 
Wemay receiue him with like maieſtie. 


Enter certaine Noblemen and Souldiours with a Drum, they 
march about the ſtagethen enter king Lewis, and his 


traine, and mecte with King Edward, ihe 
Kings embrace. 
K. Lewis. Pp 


— — much, 
To thinke pon haue ben at ſo great a charge, 
And toyld your ropall ſeife ſo farre from home, 
Upon the vnconſtant pʒomiſe ofthoſe men, 
That both diſſemble with pour Grace and me. 
K. Ed. Bꝛother of France,you might condezine vs rightly, 
Notonlp of great wzong and tople ſuſtaind. 
But of exceeding follp, if incited, 
Alle had pꝛeſumde to enter theſe Wominions, 
Uponno other reaſon then the wozd, 
And weake aſſiſtance ofthe Earle S. Paul, 
Oz Burgundies perſwaſion: tis our right, 
Chat wings the bodie of compoſed warre, 
And though we lined to their flatterics, 
Yet ſo we ſhapte the courſe of our affapzes, 
As of our ſelie we might be able found, 
Without the truffing to a bzoken Caffe. 
Lew. I know pour maieſtie had moze diſcretion, 
But this is not the occaſion of our meeting, 
It᷑ pou be pleaſde to entertaine a peace, 
Pp kinglpbzothcr in the ſight of theſe, 
And of the al- diſcouering eye of beauen, 
Let vs embꝛace, foꝛ as my life J ſweare, 
I tender England and your happincs.  - 
K. Ed. The like do I by yon and warlike France: 

But pzincely bzother cre this kuot be knit, 

68 3 There 
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Mhereare ſome few conditions to be fignde, 
That done, I am as readle as pour ſelfe. 

K Lew. Faire bzother, let vs heare them what they be; 

K. Ed. Herald repeate the articles, | 

Her. Firſt it is conenanted that Lewis King of France, ac- 
co2ding to the cuſtome of his pzedeceſſo;s, all doe homage 
to Ling Edward, King of England, as bis Soucraigne and 
true heire to all the Domintonsof France, 

Burb. How as his Soueraigne ? that were to depoſe 
And quite bereaue him ol his Diademe, 
UL kinglp Lewis ffope to ſuch vaſſallage? 

EK. Ed. Burbon and it he will not let him chaſe, 

K.Lew. Bꝛother — — ſeale your Ups, 
And interrupt not theſe higb 

Fo2ward Herald, what is elſe demaundeds 
Her. Secondly it is couenanted that Lewis King of France, 


hall pay vnto Edward Ring of England, fmmediatiy vpon 


the agreement betwirt their Pateſties, ſeauentie flue thous 
ſand crownes of the ſunne, toward the charge King Edward 
bath been at ſince his arriuall in theſe parts of France. 

Burb, Mort dieu, hele neither leane him Crown noz copne. 

K. Lew, Burbon I ſap be flent, Herald reade on. 

Her. Chirdly and laſtly, it is conenanted, that oner and be⸗ 
ſide thoſe ſeauentie fine thouſand crownes of theſunne, now 
pꝛeſently to be paſep, Lewis King of France ſhal perelyhere- 

after, during the life of Edward ing of England, pay fiftie 
_ thouſandcrownes mo2e without fraude 02 guile, to bee ten- 
dꝛed at his aieſties Caſtie, commonly called the Tower of 
London. | 

Burb. Nay bind him that he bzing his Lazdſhſpa couple of 
Capons to euery pere beſide, 
Vere is a peace inded farre woꝛſe then warre. 

K. Ed. Bꝛot der of France are pou reſolude to doe, 
Accoꝛding as pon heare the conenants dzawne? 

K. Lew. Bꝛother of England, mount pour ropallthzone, 
Foz lubiens weale, and glozic of my God, 
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And to dcale (uſtly with the wozld beſide, 
Knowing pour title to be lineall, | 
From the great Edward of that name the third, 
Pour pzedeceſſo2,thus I doe reſigne, 

Siuing my Crowne and Scepter to pour hand, 
As an obedient Liegeman to pour Grace. 

K Ed. The ſame doe I deliuer backe againe, 
With as large interef as pou had befoze.' 
Now foz the other coneyants, 

K. Lew. Thoſe my Lozd, : 
Shall likewiſe be perfozmde with expedition, 

And euer after, as pon haue pꝛeſcribde, | 
The peerely penfion ſhall be truly paid. 0 

Her. Dweare on this boke King Lewis ſo helpe you God, 
Pon meane no other wiſe then you haue ſaid. 

K Lew. So helpe me God as J diſſemble not. 

K. Ed. And ſo helpe be me as J entend to kœpe, 

Vnlained league and truce with noble France: 

And kingly b2zotber now to conſummate, 

This bappie day feaſt in our ropall tent, 

Engliſh and French are one, ſo it is meant. 1 

XEunt, 


Enter at one dore, Burgundie chafing, with him Sellinger diſ- 
guiſed like a ſouldiour; at another the Conſtable of 
France, with him Howard in the like diſguiſe, 


Bur, A peace conc & thou ? iſt notſo 2 
Sel. Pp Lo2d J doe aſſure you it is ſo. 
Con. And thou affirmft the like? ſay, doſt thou not? 
How. A doe my Loꝛd, and that fo2 certaintie. 
Bur, I haue found it now, the villaine Conſtable 
Hath ſecretly with Edward thus compad, 
To ſopne our Ring and him in amitie, 
And thereby doubtleſſe got into his hands, 
Such lands and Dukedomcs as — at, __ 
91 
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And leaues ine bilappointed in my hope 
A plague vpon ſuch craſtie colening, aſide. 
— Mall X be a marke loʒ them to aime at, 
Ano that vile ſlaue to triumphin mp kople, 
Con. Tis ſo,foz it can be no 
ire 
virac wis and 
Ta fave hu v wne ſtake, and aſſure blmſelfe, 
Ok all thoſe Seigneuries J hoped foz, 
And cvereupon this cloſe peace is contriude, 
Now mnlf the Conſtable be as a butte, 
Ja all their bullets to be leuels at, 
Hell and hot vengeance light on Burgundie, 
Foꝛ this his ſubtile ſecret villanie. 
Bur, Mell fellow foz thy paines take that, 
Leauemealone,foz Jam much diſpleaſoe, toSel. 
Con. And get thee gone my friend, theres foz thy panes, 
So leaue me to my ſelfe. to Howard. 
— eg Athen bens As — 
OW. 9 e 
"0 Exeunt Sellin. and How. 
Bur. Now Conttable, this peate, this peace, 
bat thinke ye of it man: 
Con. Naprather what thinks Burgundie : 
Bur. A thinkc he that did contrine the ſame, 
Cas uttie leſt then adiCembling villatne. 
Cor:. Dog bite thy ſelfe, come on, come on, 
Baue nat pou plaid John fo theKing, 
To ſaue pour ſelfe Sir: 
Bur. I, art thou god at that: ä 1 
Adie m Hir, A may chance to hit you pat. Exit. 
Con. nu map Dir, A perhaps map be befoze pe, 
And foz this cunning thzough the noletobozeye. 


Eater King Edward King Lewis, Howard, Sellinger, 
a and their traine, 


0 


* 
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KEd. So Sellinger, we then perceiue by ther 
The Duke is palſing ang rie at our league? 
Sel. J,mpdzead Lo2dbepond compariſon, 
Like a mad dog nate hing at cuerie one 
Chat paſſeth by: thall I but ſhew pou how, 

And ad the manner of his tragicke furic ? 

Kk. Noſtapa while me thought I heard thee ſap, 
Cbey meant to greet vs by their meſſengers. 
Sel. They did my Lo2d. _ 

King. What and the Conſtable too? 

How. Py Soucraigne pes. 

King. But ho toke he the ne wes: 

How, Faith enen as diſcontented as might be, 
But being a moꝛe deepemelancholifte, 
And ſullenner of temper then the Duke, 
He chawes his malice, fumes frothes at mouth, 
Uttering but little moꝛe then twhat we gather 
By his diſturbed lokes and riueld front, 
Sauing tbat now and then his voyling paſſion, 
Damnd vp as in afurnace,finding vent 
Wzeaksth;ongh bis ſeuerd lips into ſho2t puſkes, 
Andthen he mumbles fozth a wozd 63 two, 
As doth a tothles Ponke when hes at mattens. 
K. Oh it was ſpoꝛt alone to note their cartage. 
Fe. Þpozt mp Loꝛd: wil pon but heare me ſpeak, 

And i A do not wearie you with laughter, 
Here truſt Tom Sellinget moze vpon his woꝛd. 

Sound a Trum 


pet, 
K. Apꝛap thee peace, by this it ſhould appeare 
One of their meſſengers is come go ſee, | 
Upon mp life we ſhall haue ſome deuiſe, 
Df new difſimnlation :hownow Tom ? 5 
Sel. Tis as pour highnes did ſuppoſe mp Lozd, 
Here is a meſſenger fram Burgundie.  * 
King. Excellent god, admit him pꝛeſently, 
And bzother ol France, let me intreat pour grace 
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Toffand aſlde a little in mp tent, 
Leaſt finding vs together, he retraine, 
To tell the meſſage he is ſent about, 
o ſure Jam perſwaded we ſhall find 
Some notable pece of knauerie ſet a fate. 
K. L. Mith al mp hart,v2ge him ſpeak londenongh, 
That Imp Lozdmap vnderſtand him tw. Exit. 
Enter the Lord of Conte. 

K. Ed. Feare not, à haue the method in my mind: 
WWehat it is yon my Lo2dof Conte: weltome. 
ow doth the valiant Duke, in health A bopee 

Co. In health my Lo2d)of bodie, though in mind 
Some what diſtemperd, that pour Grace bath ioind 
In league with his p;ofeſſed enemie. 

K. E. Bow ſap poup my Lo2d*pzap pou ſpeake out. 
Foz Jof late,byreaſon of a cold, 

Am ſonie what thicke of hearing. 

Con. Thus my Loid, 

Wour Grace demanded if the Duke were well, 
Janſwere vou, he is in health of bodte, 

Thougb inwardly in mind ſomewhat perplext, 
That pou without his knowledge haue tane truce 
With childiſh Lewes that hartleſſe King of France. 

K. Ed. With whom I pzap pte:a little lowder fir. 

C. With childiſh Lewes that hartleſſe N. of France. 

K. Ed. I now do vnderſtand pon, is it that 
He takes vnkindly? why if he had come 
With bis expected kozces as he pꝛomiſt, 

T had bene ſtill vncapable of peace, 
But he deceiuing me, the lanlt was his. 

Con. No mp god Loꝛd, the fault was not in him, 
But in that le wde pernicious counterkait, 

Chat craftie Foxe the Conſtable of France, 
Who counſeld him to k&©pe him at his ſiege, 
Saping it would be moꝛe diſhonozable 
Toriſefrom thence, then any wap pzofitable, 
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Tomefe pour Mateſtie, bellde mp Lozd, £ 
It hath bin p2oned ſince, how much the Conſtable 
Hates your pzocedings,by that wilfull ſhot, 
Was made againſt pou from S. Quintins wals, 
Which though he ſeemde to colour with faire ſpeech, 
The truth is, they did leuell at your ſelfe, | 
Aud grieued when they heard pou were not ſlaine. 
K. Ed. May IJ be bold to credit pour repoꝛt: 
Con. The Duke vpon his honour bad me ſay, 
That it was true, and there withall quoth he, 
Tell noble Edward if he will recant, b 
And fall from Lewes againe. knowing it is 
Monꝛe koz his dignitie to be ſole King, 
And conquer France as did his anceſtoꝛs, 
Then take a ſœ, and ſo be ſatiſfied, 
That J ain readie with tweluc thouſand ſoldiers 
All well appointed, and not onelp will, 
Deliuer him the Conſtable of France, 
Chat he map puniſh him as be ſes god, 
But ſeat him in the thꝛe ne in erial, 
Which now another baſely doth vlurpe, 
K. E. Speak that again, I teardnot pour laſt woꝛds 
Con. But ſeate pou in the thꝛone impcriall, 
Which now another baſelp doth vſurpe. 
King. J thanke his honour fo2 his god regard, 
Pleaſeth pou ſtay till we bane pauſde vpon it, 
And pou ſhall haue our anſwere ts the Duke, 
Tom Secllinger reteiue him to pour tent, 
And let him taſte a cuppe of Dzleance wine, 
Now mp kingly bꝛother, haue vou heard this news? 
KL. So plainlymp Loꝛd, that I ſcarce held my ſelfe, 
From ſtepping koꝛth, hearing my rop all name, 
So much pꝛophande and ſlubbero as it was, 
But J do weigh the perſon like himſelfe - 
From whence it came, alle diſemhlcr, 
And ſpight my anger J wasfo;ft ſometime, 


The ſecond part of 


To ſmile tothinke the Duke doth hang his friend, 
Behbinde dis backe, whom to his face he ſmothes. 
| K. R. But weſhall haue farre better ſpozt anone: 
Howard tels me that another meſſenger, 
is come in Poſt - haſt from theConftable, 
As 2 begun with patience heare the ref. 
Le. Romozeadoe, ile to my place againe, 
—— that you ill be deafe mp Lozd, 
KE. I warrant pon, Howard, call in the meſſenger, 
Enter the meſſengerfrom the Conſtable, 
Meſ. Health ts the vidoʒious King of England: 
K. E. Tell him be muſt ſtraine ont his voice alowd, 
Foz JA amſomewhat deafe, and cannot heare. 
How. His Paleſtie requeſts pou to ſpeake out, 
Becauſe his hearing is of late 
Meſ. The wozthie Earle S. Paul. 
King. Ed. Come nere mee. 
Mei. The wozth; Earle M. Paul greets noble Zdwa. 
And gtues pour grace to vnderſtand by me, 
That whereas Charles that painted ſepulchze, 
And moft dil apall Duke of Bargundie, 
Hath but blurpt the habit of a friend, 
Being in heart pour deadly enemie, 
As well appeares in his falſe bꝛeach ot pꝛomiſe, 
And that whereas he neuer meant himſelke, 
To ſend pou aide, but {kewiſe was the meanes, 
To hinder mp Lozds well affected dutie, | 
Alleadging pou deſirde his companie 
But that you might betray him to his King, 
Beſide whereas it will be pꝛoude mp Lozd, 
Chat he did hire the Gunner of S. Quintina, 
Foz a large ſumme ofmonep,toviſcharge 
Cher ſeuerall pieces of great Oꝛdenance. 
Upon pour comming to that curſed towne, 
To llay pour Palcſtie : in wbich regard 
Af it will pleaſe pou to renoke from France. 


And 
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And thinke of Burgundie as hee deſerues, 
The Duke with expedition bad me ſap, 
That he would put the Earle into pour hands, 
Wherby you might renenge bis trecherous purpols 
And apde pou too with twiſe flue thouſand men, 
And ſeate pou like a congueronr in France, | 

K. Ed. Can it ſeme poſſible that two ſuch friends, 

So firmely knit together as they were, 

Should on a ſodaine now be ſuch great foes? 

M. Che Carle my Lo d could neuer abide Þ Duke : 
Since bis laſt treaſon againft your ſacred perſon, 

Bekoze Saint Quintins came to open 
K. Was that the canſe of their diſſention then 
Meſ. It was mp lo2d. 

K.Ed. Mell I will thinke vpont, | 
And you ſhall haue our anſwere bp and by, 
Coſin Howard take him afide, 

But let him be kept from the others fight. 
—— ů — 

And fo diſpatch pou backe agatne bnto the Earle, 
K. Le. Heres vying of villanie who ſhall haue all, 

Fraude with deceite, deteite with frande outfacde, 

I would the dinell were there to crie ſwape-ffake, 

But how intends pour Grace to deale with them? 
K. Ed. Falſth in their kind, Jam the tale pou ſiæ, 

Againlt the which their enute being troke, 

The Sparkles of hypocriſie ſlie fo2th, 

Twere not amiſſe toquench them in their blond, 


Enter another meſſenger to the king of Frauce 
— 2 
Meſ. Pp Lon heres letters to your aieſtie, 
Dne from the Duke of Burgundte, the other from 
the Conffable, | 
K. L. Moꝛe villanp, a thouſand crownsto notbing; 
K. p. Can tere be moe then is alreadte bzoacht, 


9 


But tbat Ile it figurde in theſe lines, 
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Pothinkes hey haye alveadte donels well, 
As this may ſerue to bzing them both to hell. 
KL. Ado, no, they are indiffercntly well loden, 
But pet theix fraughts,not full. other ware, 
Dther pꝛouiſion tapzepare their waie, 

The verieſame(mp.L9:d) which they pꝛetend. 
In loue to yaw againſt my life and crowne, 
Che lame they vndertake to doe foꝛ me 
— ＋ etie, vyging it A pleaſe, 
— — both with mine, 
And in pour backe returne to Calice, cut the thzoats 


Þ DAR pour eintens 


K Ed. Oh damnable. 


I would haue ſwozne there had bin nothing left, 
Foz their to wozke vpon. 

k. L. A traftoz is like, a boldfacde hypocrite, 
Chat neuer will be bzought vntoanonplus, 
Do long lbertie to ſpeake. 

KEd. way to cure them, is to cut them off, 
Call foztb their meſſengers once moze to vs, 

How. Both of them my Lozd? 

K.Ed. Pes, both together. 

Weele (& if they hane grace to blath oz no, 

At that their maiſfers ſhame now to attempt. 
Enter boththe Meſſengers. 

Con. That is his Pateffie of France ſo neere: 
And Pounſter Roſſe the Carles ſecretarie: 
Ifeare ſome hurt depends vpon his pꝛeſence, 

M. How comes it that I ſæ the french King here: 
Jandthe Lozdof Countie too me thinkes, 

Pꝛay God our meſlage be not made a ſco2ne. 

K. E. Nou told me that you came from earle . Paul. 

Meſ. J did my Loꝛd, and therein fabled not. 

K. Ed. You told me too of many kinde indeuours. 
Which hee intended loz our benefite? 


Meſ. No 


of . 
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Meſ. Ro moꝛe then hee is willing to perfoʒme. 
k. Ed. Know pou his hand- wziting if pou ſœte: 
Meſ. I doe my Lord. 
K. Ed. Is this his hand oz no? 
Meſ. I cannot ſap but that it is bis hand. 
K. Ed. How comes it then that vnderneath his hand 
Mp death is ſought, when pou that are his niouth, 
Tune to our eares a quite contrarie tale: 
The like read you decyphzedin this paper, 
Concerning trechcrous wanering Burguodie, 
Unleſſe yon grant they can deuide thcmſelues, 
And of two ſhapes become foure ſubſtances, 
Hob is it J ſhould haue their knightly aide, 
And vet by them be vtterly deſtroide?⸗ 
K. L. And 3 to be pꝛotected by their meanes, 
And pet thep ſhall conſpire againſt mp life. 
K. Ed. What call pou this, but vile hypocriſie: 
k. L. Nappeſant-like vnheard of trecherie 
Con. Pp Lo2d vpbzaid not me with this offence: 
J do pꝛoteſt Jknew ol no ſuch letters. 
Hoz anp other intention of the Dake, 
Po2e then bekfoze was vttred in my meſſage. 
Sel. Will pou bee halting too befoze a creeple⸗ 
Do pou not remember what they were, 
Chat firſt did certifie the Duke of truce, 
Bet wirt the renowmed Ed wald and the French 2 
Co. Yes they were two ſoldters, what of that 
Sel. Thoſe ſoldiers were this Gentleman and J, 
Where we did heare ſoule mouthde Duke exclaim 
Againſt our noble Soueraigne and this P2ince, 
And roꝛde and bellowed like a pariſh bull, 
And that in hearing both of you and him, 
His wo2ds ſo pleaſe my Loꝛd J can repeat, 
As he did ſpeake them at that verie time. 
K. Ed. Well they are meſſengers, a fo2 that cauſg 
Wo are content ts beare with their amifſe, 


But 
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But kekpe them lafe,andlet them not returne, 
Co carrie tales vnto thoſc counterfeits, : 
Untill pou haue them both as faſt inſnarde, 
Tocompaſe which the better,bzother of France, 
Fine thouſand of aur ſoldiours here we leaue, 
To be implopde in ler uice to that end, 
The reſt with vs — England ſhallreturne. Ext. 
nter 
Ch. Bing Edward is returned home to England, 
And Lewes Ring ol France ſone afterward, 
Surpꝛized both his ſubtill enemies, 
Rc warding them with traiterous recompence, 
Now do we dꝛaw the curtaine of our Scene, 
To ſpeake of Shoare and his faire wife againe, 
With other matters thereupon depending, 
Pon mult imagine ſince you ſaw him laſt 
P?2epardefoz trauatle, he hath bin abzoade, 
And leene the ſundzie faſhions of the wozld, 
Vlyſſes like, his countries loue at length, 
Hoping bis wiues death, and to ſee his friends, 
Such as did ſoꝛro w fo? his great miſhaps, 
Come home is hec, but ſo vnluckilp, 
As bee is like to loſe bis life thereby: 
His and her foztunes ſhall we now purſue, | 
Gracde with pour gentle ſufferance t vie in. Exeunt, 
Enter miltris Shoare with Iockie her man, and ſome atren- 
dants more, and is met by fir Robert Brackenburie. 
Tane Shoare. Haue pe beſtowde dur (mall benenolence, 
On the poꝛe pꝛiſoners in the common Gaole, 
Ol the white Lion and the Rings bench: 
Iockie. Ves fozſoth: 
lane. What pꝛiſons this: 
Iockie. The Marſhalſea foꝛſoth. 
Enter ſir Robert Brackenburie. 
Bra. Wellmet faire Ladie, in the happieſt time, 
Andchoples place that my deſire could wiſh, 


Without 
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— Without offence, where baue pie beene this wap? 

Ia, To take theatre here in Saint Georges figld, 
Sir Robert Brackenburie, and fo viſit ſoing | 
Poꝛe patients that cannot viſit mes. 

Bra. Are pou a pbyſition : 

Jane. Ja ſimple one. 

Bra, What diſeaſe cure pee? , 

lane. Faith none perfectly, 
Py pbyſicke doth but mittigate the paint 
A little while, aud then it comes againe. 

. 1 „I vnderſtand pe ot. 
ane. Palſter lieutenant I bel&ue pou well. 

— Gude laith Sir Robert brobenbellie, may maiMtes 
ſytekes deſtly and trulp, fo: ſhee hes beene tul ſee thoze that 
. cannot come till ſee her: and thepes peatients perfozce. The 
pꝛiſoners man inthe twea pꝛiſons. And cher des — | 
ber filler and her geere — rmp 

Bra. Gramercies Iockie thou reſoluſt my doubt. 
A comfoꝛt miniſtring kind phyſttion, 
That once a mike in her owne perſon vilits, 
The pꝛiſoners and the pe in Hoſpitalles, 
In London oz nere London euerie wap, 
Whoſe purſe is open to the hungrie ſoule, 2 
Whoſe pittious heart ſane many a tall mans liſe. 

lane. Peace god ſtr Robert, tis not᷑ woʒthy pzaiſe; 
Noz pet wozth thanks, that is ol dutie done, 
Foz vou know well, the woꝛld doth know to well, 
That all the coales ofmppoze charitie, 
Cannot conſume the ſcandall cf my name, 
What remedie: well, tell me gentle knigbf, 
What meant pour kinde ſalute and gentle ſpech, 
At our firſt mertin , when you ſeemde to bleſe 
The time and place of our encounter heere? 

Bra. Ladie there lies here pꝛiſonde in the Parſhalfea, 
A gentleman of good parents and good diſcent. 
Pp deare nere an Harrie Stranguidge, 


9391 — 


20 


FBI pope i” W 


Whoſe it pꝛize 

=o rh „* 
Foz which(ercept his pardon be obtainde, 

By ſome eſpeciall ſauozite of the King ) 

Dee and his crew,acompanie af pꝛoper men, 

Are ure to die, becauſe twas ſince the League. 
Iane. Let meſ& him and all his companie. 

Nee 2A 


diſ 


Tockie. Now fay oth diell, that ke banniemcn 
ſud be hampert like plue Jades, weas me foz ye 
gude Lads. 

Bra. I Coſin Hartie, this is miſtris Shoare, 
Peareleſſe in Court, foz beautie, bountie, pittie. 


Iane viewesthem all. 


Andif the can not ſaue thee, thou muſt die. 

Stran. Will ſhee if ſhe can? 

Bra. I Coſin Stranguidge A, 

Sho. © tozment wozſe then death to ſee her face, 
Chat cauſde her ſhame, x mp vniuſt diſgrace, 
O that our mutnall eies were Baſiliſks, | 
To kill each other at his enterntew, b 
Bra. Hobo like pe him Ladie? pou baue vie wd him well: 
lane. I pittie him, and that ſame pꝛoper man, 
That turnes his backe, aſhamde of this diſtrefſe. 

Sho. Aſhamde of thee, cauſe of my heauineſſe: 

Ta. And all the reſt, oh were the king returnde, 
There might be hope, but ere his comming home, 
hep map be tride, condemnd, and iudgde, and dead. 


Sho. aſide 
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Sho. Jani tondemnd by ſentence of defame, aſide. 
O were J dead I might not ſe my ſhame. | 
Bra. Pour eredit Ladle map pꝛotong their triall, 
Chat Judge is be that will giue pou dentall? 
Ia. Ile rack mp credit, and wil lanch mpcrownes, 
To ſaue their liues, ił they haue done no murther, ate” 
Sh. O thou haltcrackt thy credit with a crown. ? 
And murdzed me pwze Mathew Shoare attue. 
Stran. Fatre Ladle, we did ſhed no d2op of bloud 
Noz caſt one Frenchman ouer bozd,and pet, 
Becauſe the league was made befoze the fact, 
Which we poꝛe ſea men God knowes neuer heard; 
Me doubt our lines, yea though we ſhould reſtoꝛe 
Treble the value that we toke, and moꝛe. 
Twas lawfull pꝛiʒe when A put out toſea, 
And warranted inmycommiſſon. 
The kings are ſince combinde in amitie, 
(Long map it laſt) and J vnwittingly 5 
Haue toke a Frenchman ſince the truce was tane 
And il A die. via, one day muff. 
And God will pardon all my fins 7 truſt, 
Py griefe will be foz theſe poꝛe harmelctſe men, 
Who thought my warrant might ſuboꝛne the deed, 
Chiefly that Gentleman that ſtands ſadly there, 
Whoon( mp ſoule) was but a paſſenger. 
Jane. Well Captatne Stranguidge, were the kingat home; 
Icould ſap moze. | 
Sttan. Ladie, hees come a ſhoe. 
Laſtnightat Douer,mp boy came from thence, 
And ſaw his highneſſe land. 
Jane, Zhen conrage firs 
Ile vſe mp fapreſt meanes to ſane pour lines, 
In the meane ſeaſon ſpend that foz my ſake. 
eaſts ber purſe. 
Enter Lord Marqueſſe Dorſet, and claps 
her on the ſhoulder. 
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Mar. Bp pour leane miftris Shoare, J haue taken painzs, 
To find pon out, come pon mult go with me, 


Jane, Whither mp Lo2d? 
Mar. Unto the Qutene mp mother. 


lane. Gadmp Lozd Marqueſſe Dorſet wzong me not. 
Mar. J can not wzong the as thou wꝛongſt my mother, 


Ile bꝛing thee to her let her vle her pleaſure. . 
Jane. Again mp wil I wꝛong her good my Lozd, 
Pct amaſhamve to ſe her maieſtie. 
S tweet Loꝛd excuſe me, ſay pe ſat me not. 
Mar, Shall J delude my mother fo2 a whoze? 
No miſtris Shoare ye muſt go tothe Qutene. 

Jane. Pult Imp Lo2dz what will ſhedo to me? 
Ute violence on me now the kinges away 
Alas mp L 02d, behold this ſhow2e of teares, 
Which kind King Edward would compaſſionate, 
Bꝛing me not to her, ſhe will lit mp noſe, 
M2 mark m face, oꝛ ſpurne me vnto death. 
Lone on me Lom, can pee find in pour heart: 

To baue me ſpoild that neuer thought pon harme? 
O rather with pour rapier runne me tbzough, 
Chen carrie me to the viſpleaſed Qutene. 

Shoare, O hadit thou never bzoke thy vow to me 

Ir om feare and w2ong bad J defended thee. 

Mar. I am fnerozable,therefoze ariſe, 

And go withme,what raſcall crue is this, 
Miſtris Shoares ſuters, ſuch ſlaues make her pꝛoud, 
What ſir Robert Brackenburic pon a Shoriſt too? 

Bra, o Shotiſt, but to ſaue my Coſins liſe. 

Mar. Then ile be hangde it he eſcape foꝛ this, 
The rather foꝛ pour meanes to miſtris Shoare. 
My mother can do nothing, this whoze all. p 
Come away minion vou ſhall pꝛate no mae. 

Ia. Pꝛay for me friends and J will pꝛay foʒ yon, 
God ſend vou better hap then J erped, 

Go tom lodging pou, and if J periſh, 


Take 


| 


King Edward the Fourth. 
Take what is there in lieu of pour true ſeruite. 


loc. 
Till ape bea ſeene tha woꝛtt that ipight can du her. 
Exeunt Marqueſſe, and Iane and theirs. 
Sho. Fo2 all the mong that thou haſt done to me, 
They ſhould not hurt the pet if I were free. 5 
Bra. Ste colin Stranguidge how the caſe is thangde, 
She that ſhould helpe thee can not helpe her ſelfe. 
Stran. What remedie: the God ol heauen helps all. 
TWibat ſay pe mates? our hope of life is daſht, 
Now none but God, lets put our truſt in him, 
And cuerte man repent him of his inne, 
And as together we haue lin de like men, 
So like tall men together let vs die: 
The beſt is if we die ko this offence, 
Our ignozance ſhall plead our innocence, 

Keep. Ponr meat is readie(Captaine)you muff in. 
Stran. Muſt J? I will: Coũn what will you do? 
Bra. Uiſit pon ſ@ne, but now J will to Court 

Toſcc what ſhall berome of miſtris Shoare. 
Stran, Gad (peed pe well. 

Keep. Come ſir will pou go in? 

Sho. Ile eate no meat, giue me leaue fo walke here, 
Am J now left alone ? no millions 
Of miſeries attend me enery where: 
Ah Mathew Shoare, how doth all ſœ ing heauen, 
Puniſh ſome ſinne, from thy blind conſcience hid? ' 
Jnfitting pame whereallthy pleaſure was, 
And by mp wife came all theſe woes to paſſe, 
She kalſde her faith, and bꝛake her wedlocks band, 
Her honour falne, how could my credit fand? 
Pet will not I poꝛe lane on thee exclaune, 
Though guiltte thou, J gutltlefſe ſuffer ſhame. - 
IJ left this land too little fo2 my grieke, 
Returning, am acccamted as athcefe, 
Uho in that ſhip came but a 83 
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Na a mapeſale ayſe nere toꝛſake my gude maiſtre lie, 
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Co ſee my friends, boping the death ot ber. 
At fight of whom ſome ſparkes of fazmer loue, 
Vid in affections alhes) pittte mone, | 
Kindling compaſſion in mp bzoken heart, 
That bleeds to thinke on her inſaing (mart. 


O ſe weake womeus imperfections, 

That leaue their huſbands ſafe pꝛotedions, 
Wazarding all on ſt rangers flatteries, 
Whoſe luſt alam, leaues them to miferſes, 
See what diſhonoꝛ bzeach of weblocke bzings, 
Which is not ſafe euen in the armes of kings: 
Thus do J lane lament thy pꝛeſent tate, 
Wilhing my teares thy tozments might abate. 


Enter the Queene, Marqueſſe Dorſet leading miſitts 
Shoate, whotals dov:ne on her knees * the 
Queene fearefull and weeping. 


Exix. 


Qu. Now (as Jam a une) a godlp creature, 
Sonnc how was the attended where yon found her: 
Mar. Madame J found her at the Parſhalſea, 
Oding to viſit the poʒe pꝛiſoners, | | 
As the came by, hauing beene to take the ayꝛe, 
And tbere the keeper told me ſhe olt deales 
Such e —— — birne ſ&ne. 

u. Now beſoꝛe God, ſhe would make a gallant Hneene. 
5 — ſonne Dorſet ſtand aſide awhile, «Aba 
Gad ſaue vour maieſtiemy Ladic Shoare, 
Dy Ladle Shoareſaid I: Oh blaſphemte, 
To wꝛong your title with a Ladies name, © 
Queene Shoore,nap rather Empꝛeſſe Shoare, 
God ſane pour grate, your maieſip, pour highnes 
Loꝛd J want titles, vou muſt pardon me: 
Wihat: pon kncele there, king Edwards bedfellow 
And J your ſubiect ſit? fie, fic foz ſhame. 


Came take paur place, & ite knele where vou do, 
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Imap fake pour place, vou haue taken mine, 

God Lo2d that you luill ſo de baſe pour ſelſe: 

J am ſure pou are our ſiſter Qucene at leaſt, 

Nay that pou are, then let vs ſit togither. 
lane. Great Queene, vet heare me, it my ſinne committed, 

Hane not ſtopt vp all paſſage to pour mercie, 

To tel p wꝛongs that I haue done pour highnes, 

Might make reuenge exceed extremitie, 

Oh had J wozds oz tongue to vtter it. 

To plead my womans weahneſſe, z his ſtrength, 

That was the onely woꝛker of my fall. 

Euen innocence her ſelſe would bluſhſoz ſhame, 

Once to be namde 02 ſpoken of in this, 

Let them exped fo mercie whoſe offence, - 

Pap but be called ſinne, oh mine is moze, 

Pꝛoſtcate as earth. befoze pour highne ſle fœte, 

Inflict what toꝛments you ſhalthinke moſt meet. ; 

Ma. Spurne the whoze(mother) trare thoſe enticing etcs, 
That robd pou of Ring Edwards deareſt icue. 

angle thoſe locks, ihe baits ta hig dcſires, 
Let me come to her, vou but ſtand and talke, 
As if reuenge conſiſted but in wazds. 

Qu. Sonne ſtand alpole, and do not trouble me, 
Alas poꝛe ſoule, as much adoe haue J, aſide. 
To foꝛ beare teares to keepe her companie. 5 
Det once moꝛe will J to mpfozmer humo?. 

Why as J am, thinke that thou wert a Queene, 
And Jas thou ſhould wzong thy pꝛincely bed, 

And winne the king thy huſband, as thon nunc: 
Would it not ſting thy ſoule: Oꝛ if that I | 
Being a Queen, while} didſt loue thy huſband: 
Should but haue done as thou haſt done to me, 
Would it not griene thee? pes I warrant thee. 
Lhere'snat.themeaneft woman that doth liue, 
But if ſhe like and loue her hu well, 

Dhe had rather keele his warme lummes in her bed 
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Eben ler bim in the armes of any Queene. 
You are fleſh and loud as we, and we as pou, 
And all alike in our affections, 
Though mateſtic makes vs the moꝛe ambitious. 
UWrhat tis to fall into ſo great a hand, 
' Knowledge might teach the. There was once a king 

Henry the ſecond, who did keepe his lemman, 

Cag de vp at Wooditocke in a Labyꝛinth, 

Vis Queene pet got a tricke to finde her out, 

And how lhe vide her, J am ſure thouhatt heard, | 
Thou art not mewde vp in ſome ſecret place, 

But kept in Court here vnderneath mpnoſe, 
Nowin the abſence of mp Loꝛd theKing, 
Have Inot time moſt fitting foz reuenge: 
Faire Roſamond, ſhe a pure virgin was, 
Untill the Bing ſeduc'de her to his will. 
She wꝛongd but one bed, only the angry Nrenes, 
But thou haſt wꝛonged two, mine x thy huſbands, 
Be thine owne Tudge,and now in iuſtice ſee, 
What due renenge J ought to take on thee. 

Ia. Euen what pon wil(great Quten) here do Ilie, 
Humble and pꝛoſtrate at your Highneſſe let, 
Inflict on me what may rencnge pour wꝛong, 
Tas neuer lambe abode moze pattently, 

Then will doe. Call all pour griefes to mind, 
And do euen what von will, oꝛ how likes pou, 

I will not ſtirre, J wil not Ch:tke oz crie, 

Be it toꝛture poiſon. any puniſhment, 

Was ncuer Done, 02 Turtle moe ſubmiſſe, 

Then I wil be vato pour chaſtiſement. 

NM. Fetcht J her foꝛ this:? mother let me come to her, 
And what compaſſion will not ſuffer pou 
To da toher,referre the ſame to me. 


Qu. Touch her not ſonne, vpon thy life I charge thee, 


But kæ pe off fill, if thou wilt haue my loue. Exit. Ma. 


Jau glad to heare ye are (0 well refolu'de, 
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To beare the burthenof mp l 
She drawes foorth a knife,and making — — 
to ſpoy le her ſace, runs to her, and falling on her ; 
m 
away the kniſe. | 152305 
Chus then Ile doe, alas pee ſoule, 
Shall J werpe with th ? in faith poꝛe hart J win, 
Be of god comfo2t,thou ſhalt baue na harme, 
But if that kiffes baue the power to kill the, „ 
Chus, thus, and thus, a tho uſand times ile ſtab thee, = 
Jane J fo2gtue the : what foꝛt is ſo ſtrung 
But with be ſieging he will batter it + ente 59 
Weepe not(ſweete lane) alas I know thyſere, 
Toncht with the ſelfeſame weaknes that thou art, 
And il my ſtate had bæn as meane as thine, 
And ſuch a beautie to allure his epe, | 
(Though I may pꝛomiſe much to mint obone ſtrengtij 
Chat might baue hapt to me, Atannot tell. 
Nap fearenot,fs2 i ſpeake it with my hart, 
And in thy ſozrow trul part, 
la, Poſt high andmightie Qutene, map J bel>ne 
There can be foundfuch mercie ina woman, | 
And tn a Nucene,mozethen in a wife, 
Do deeply wꝛongd as J haue wonged vou: 
In this b:ight chꝛiſtall myꝛroꝛ ol your mercic, 
A ſc the greatneſſe of my ſinne themoze, + 
And makes my fault moꝛe odidus in mine eyes, 
Pour pꝛinceip pitie now doth wound me moze, 
Then all pour thꝛeatnings euer did beloꝛe. 
Q. Riſe my ſwert lane, I ſay ſhalt not knele, 
Oh God fozbtd, that Edwards Nne&ne ſhould hate 
Her, whom ſhe knowes he doth lo dearely loue, 
Pp loneto her, may purchaſe me his loue. 
lane,ſpeake well vnto the King of me and mine, 
Remember not my ſonnes o2e-haſtie ſpeech, 


Thoy art pry ũiſter, and J loue the fv, 


x 5 50 N 


The ſtednd part of 


—ä4; Le: 
al vs ta him in any caſe, 

— 2 lone and cherilh thee. 

lane. All I tan da is all ta little to. 

Cut to requite the leaſt part of this grace, 

The deareſt thoughts that harbour in this heaſt, — 

dall in vous ſeruſce.onely be expꝛeſt. a 
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Why how D — WM 
mee 
nge her Knees tothe King. 

Tane. Rm ropall Edward * autre 
The 9 
Foꝛ all the choyleſt vertues — 
Oh let not my be lol 
Pour deare affections from pod 
But to reguite tbe grace that oy cna-ag 
Tome the wozthlelle creature an this earth. 1 
To baniſh me the Court kmmedlatelp, 6399 115 653.7 


' Great King let me bot beg one bone of thee, - - e 1 2 


That Sboares wife nere? do her moze iniurfc. | WIT 
As lane kneeles on one ſide the king ſorhe ue 1, 18 
ſteps and łgeeles on the ot | | 

Qu. Nap then ile begagainſi ber corel Ei 5 
Loue thy lane ſtill, naꝝ moꝛe if moze wap be, e 
And this is all the harme that at my hands 1 5 
She ſhall endure fo2 it. Oh where my Edward loues, 

It ill beſeemes his Queene to grudge thereat. 

King, Sapeſt thou me ſo Beſſe, on my kingly wozd, 
Edward will hondur thee tn heart fo2 this: 
But truſt me Beſſe, J greatly was afraid, 

A ſhould not finde pe in ſo good a tune. 


= 


How 
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ho now, what would our Conffableofthe Toluze: 
Bra. Thr. Queene and miikris Shoare do know my ſute, 
Qu. It is faz Stranguidpe and his men at ſea, | 


Ed wurd needs muſt pon pardonthem. 
King. Haue I not vowed the contrarie alreadie⸗ 
Dich: Inour mee when J haue made a league? : 
Py. wo2d is paſt, and thev ſhaitfuffer death, 
Oz neuermoze let mee foe France againe, . ;-' 
Ianc.. Why there is une was but a pallenger. | 
Shall hee die taass? 
King. Paſſe me no paſſage lane, lucte be in compa- 
nie, hee dies fo} companie. 
Qu. Good lane intreat fo them. 
lane, Come Edward, J muſt not take thisanſwwere, 
Needs muſt N haue ſome gract fog Stranguidge, 
King. Why laue, haue I nat denide my Quenes 
Pet what iſt Iane wauld dente to terer 
I pꝛetheeſ Brac kenkutie bechotthon diſpleaſde, 
y woꝛd is paſt, nat one ii them ſhall liuec, 
Dne go t 7 tdem fo; 2thwith ſent to death, 


Rca GlofteraridShnw. 


Gloſt. Jcannot ſee this bs of, 
Should any way ſo much diptea(c thing, 
And pet J pꝛomiſe you good Bꝛother Tlarence, 
Tis ſuch a lettet as concernes vs both, 
That G. ſhould put away King Ed wards chüldꝛen, 
And ſit vpon his thꝛonee that G. ſhould? well. 
Cla. God bleſſe the king, x thoſc two ſweet young Pꝛinces. 
Glo, Amen good b;other Clarence: 
Shaw: Amen, - 
Glo. And ſend them all to heanen ſhoztly J befeech him. 
Cla. The Ainges much troubled in his ſickneſſe with it. 
Glo. 3 pꝛomiſe pon hee is, and verie much, 
But Docaz Shaw, who pzopheſted that G. Gould be _ 
omincus 


Exeunt. 


The ſecond pare of 
omfnons to vs: | 
Shaw, Pp Lo2d of Gloceſter,J retetude the ſame 
From old Frier Anſelme of . Bartholmewes. 
Glo —— 82 
Hath pzopheſted of very many things, 
I pꝛomiſe pouit troubles me, 
J hope tn me his p;ophelle is true. aſide. 
Ca. And ſo it does me, I tell yon bzother Olocetter. 
Glo. I am ſure it does,fo2 es ede Clarence, 
Me know not how his Higbnes will applie it, 
Ae are but two, your ſelife my Loꝛd and J, 
Should the yong P2inces falle, which God defend, 

Cla. Which God defend; 

D. Shaw. Which God defend, 

Glo. aſide. But they ſhould be cut off : 
You bzotber firſt, and ſhould pour iſſue falle, 
Poze Jain next, the pongeſt of the tho. 
But how farre Jamfrom a thought of that, 
Heanen witnes with me, that A wich vou dead, aſide. 

Cla. B2other I durſt be ſwozne. 

Glo. God bleiſe pou al, and take pon to him if it be his will. 
Now bother, this p2opheſie of G.troubling the King, 

He map as well applie it vnto Glocetter, 
Pp Dakedomes name, ff he be tealious, 
As vnto George ,god bother Clarence, 

God helpe, Godhelpe? it troubles me, 
You would not thinke how: aſide. that an of pou ltne. 

Cla. It cannof chuſe: how innocent Jam, 

And how vnſpotted are my lopall thoughts | 
Untohis Þigbmes,and thoſe ſwerte pong Pꝛintes, 
God be mp reco2d, 

Glo. Whopou,J, I durſt anſwer foz pon, 
Chat I ſhall cut pou off ere it be long. aſide. 
But reuerend Doctoꝛ, vou can onelp tell, 

Being his Higynes Conkeſſoꝛ, dow he takes it. aſide to 


chax, ou know mp minde, a villaine like my ſelle. 1 * 
vw 
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Shaw. p Lo2d of Clarence, J muſt tell your LozdGhip, 
Hts Highnes is much troubled in his icknes 
Clith this ſame pꝛophelle of G. Who is this G? 
Olt times he will demaund, then will he ſigh, 
And name his bꝛother George, pour ſelfe mp Lozd, 
And then be ſtrikes his bꝛeaſt, pꝛomiſe pon, 
This mozning in th extreameſt of his fitte, 
He lap ſo ſtill. we all thought be had ſlept, 
t hen ſuddenly, George is the G. quoth he, 
And gaue a groane, and turnde his face away. 
Cla. God be my witneſſe, witneſſe with mp ſoule, 
y iuſt arfd vpꝛigbt thoughts to him and hia, 
I ſtand ſo gulltleſſe and ſo innocent, 
As J could wiſh mp bzeaſt to be tranſparent, 
And my thoughts waitten in great letters there, 
The wozld might reads be ſecrets of my ſonle. 
Glo. Ah bꝛother Clarcnce,when pou are ſuſpected, 
Well, well, it is a wicked woꝛld the while: 
But ſhall J tell you b2other in plaine tearmes, 
I feare,your ſelfe andA bane enemies, 
About the ing, God pardon them, 
The wozld was neuer wozſer to be truſted: 
Ab bzother George, where is that lone that was? 
Ad it is baniſht other fromthe wozld 2 
Ah Conſcience, Conſcience, and true bzotherh@od, 
Lis gone, tis gone, bꝛother Jam pour friend, 
I am pour louing bother, pour obne ſelſe, 
And loue pou as my ſoule, vle me in what pou pleaſe, 
And yon ſhall ſee le doe a bzothers part, 
Send yon to heauen J hope, ere it be long, afide, 
I am a true ſtampt villaine as ener linde, | 
Cla. Jknow pon will. then bꝛother J beſech pon, 
Pleade pou mine innocence vnto the Ring, 
And in meane time to tell my lovaltie. 
Ile kcepe within my houſe at Bainards Caftle, 
Untill A beare how mp dzead —— takes it. 


er, 


The ſecond partof 


Clo, Do ſo good b2 other. 

Cla. Farewell good bzother Gloſter. 

Glo. y tcares will ſcarcely let me take mp leave, 
Laden Farewell ſweet George. Exit Cla. 


o, is he gone: now Sha tis in thy power, 
binde me to thee euerlaſtingip, 
And there is not one ſtep that J ſhall riſe, 
But J will dꝛaw thee with me vnto greatneſſe, 
on ſhalt ſit in my boſome as my ſoule, 
| Ange the king no w being as thou art, 
So hecre about him, and his Confefſo2, 

That this G. onelp is George Duke of Clarence, 
— Dodo? thou needſt not my inſtruction, 
Thon haſt a ſearching bꝛaine, a nnnble ſpirit, 
Able to maſter any mans affeaions 0 
Effect it Sha v, and bꝛing it to paſſe are, 
Ile make thee the greateſt Shaw that euer was. 

Sha. Py Loꝛd, J am going bycommanndement, 
Anto the Parſhalſea, to Captaine Stranguidge, 
Foz Ppꝛacie of late condemnde to die, 
There to confeſſe him and his companie, 
That done, ile come with ſperd backe to the king, 
Aud make no doubt but ile effec the thing. 
Slo. Farewell gentle Doctoz. 

Sha. Farewell mp Loꝛd of Gloſter. Exit. 

Glo. Let me awake my flceptng wits a while, 
Ma, the mar ke thou aimſt at Richard is acrowne, 
And many ſtand bet wirt thee and the ſame, 
hat ok all that? Dodo play thou thy part, 
Ile climbe vp by degres,thzough many _ 

t. 


Enter Brackenburic with Vaux 
the Keeper. 


Bra. Why maiſter Vaux is there no remedle: 
But 
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at inffantipthep mult be led to death: 
Can it not be deferd till after noone, 
Oz but two howz3es, in hope to get repꝛie: 

K. Maiſter Lieutenant, tis in vaine to ſpeake, 
The kinges incenſde, and will not pardon them, 
The men are patient, and reſolude to die, 
The Captaine and that other Gentleman, 
Haue caſt the dice whether ſhallſuffer firſt. 

Bra. Dow fell the Lot, to Stranguidge 02 to him: 

Kee. The guiltleſTe pallenger mult ũrſt go took, 

Bra. They are all guiltleſſe from intent of ill. 

Kee. And pet muſt dic foꝛ doing of the deed, 
Beſides the Duke of Exeter found dead, 

And naked floating vp and downe the ſea, 

T wirt Calice and our coaft, is laid to them, 
That they ſhould rob, and caſt him ouer booꝛd. 
Bra. My ſoule be pauwne, they neuer knew of it. 

Kee, Well bꝛing them fozth, 

Bra. Stap them pet but an houre. 

Kee. F dare not do it ſir Robert Brackenburie, 
Pouare Lieutenant of the Towze pour ſelfe, 
And know the perill of pꝛotrad ing time, 
Moꝛeouer heres that pickthanke Doctoz Shaw, 

The Duke of Glofters ſpaniel! lhztning them, 
Come b2ing them fozth. ' 

Bra. Pooʒe Stranguidge muſt thou die? 


Enter one bearing a ſiluer Oare before Stranguidge, 
Shoare, and twoor three more pinionde, and 
two or three with bils, and a hanginan. 


Bra. ſtil. I dare not ſap nod morrow, but ill dap, 
That Harrie Stranguidge is thus caft awap. 
Strain. Good Coſin Brackenbury be as wcl c ontent 
To ſee me die, as I to ſuffer death, 
Be witnefſe that z die an honeſt man, 


Becauſe 


You mult be next,confefſe and ſaue peur ſoule, 
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Becauſe n fact pꝛoues ili th2ough ignozance, 
And foz the Dake of Exceter bis death, 
Do ſptede my ſoule as J am innocent, 


Here goes my griefe,this guiltleſſe gentleman; 


Like AEſops Stozke,that dves fo2 companie, 
And came God knowes) but as a paſſenger. 
Ah maſter Hud, a thouſand flwds of woe 
Oꝛe- flow my loule, that thou mult periſh ſo. 
Sho. God Captaine ict no perturbation, 
Hinder our paſſage to a bettet wozld, 
This laſt bꝛeaths blaſt will wafte our weary ſonles, 
Ouer deaths gulfe,to heauens moſt happy pozt, 
Chcre is a litile battaile to be fought. 


This while the hangman prepares, Shoare at this ſpeech 
mounts vp the ladder. 


Aherein by lot the leading muſt be mine, 
Second me Captaine, and this bitter bꝛeakfaſt, 
Shall bꝛing a ſwerter ſupper with the Saints, 
D.. This Chziſtian pattece at the point of death, 
Poth argue he hath led no wicked life, 
How euer heauen hath laid this croſſe on him, 
Mell Mathew Hud. o; ſo thou caiſt thy ſelſe, 
Finiſh a god courſe as thou haſt begun, 
And cleere thy conſcience by conte iſlon, 
hat kno wit thou of the Duke of Exceters death? 
Sho. So God reſpec the waygate of mp ſoule,2s I 
know nothing. 
Do.S. Then concerning this foz which thou dicff, 
knew Stranguidge of the league betwixt the Kings 
befozc he twke that p2tze? 
Sho. No in mp conſcience. 
Do. S. Stranguidge what ſap pou? 
Yon ſee theres but a turne betwirt your lines, 


King Edward che fourth. 


Concerning that wherein J queſtionde him: 
JT am pour ghoſtly father to abſolue 
Pou of pour ſinnes, it pou confelle the truth. 
Stran. True D. Shaw, and as A hape foz beanen, 
In that great day when we ſhall all appeare, 
A neither knew how that good Duke came dead, 
Noz of the league, till I had tanc the pꝛize. 
Neither was Fludde,(that innocent dying man) 
Euer with mee but as a paſſenger. | : 
D.S. Poe happie he, well Flud fozgiue the wozld, 
As thou wilt haue foꝛgiueneſſe from the heauens, 
Sho. O lo J doe, and pꝛay the wozldfozgine, 
What w2ong I did whilſt J therein did line, 
And now Z pꝛap you turne pour paines to them, 
And leaue mee pꝛiuate foz alittle ſpace, 
To meditate vpon my parting hence. 
D. Sha. Do gentle Flud, and we wil pꝛay foz the. 
Sho. Pꝛap not foz Flud,but pꝛap ſoʒ Mathew Shoare, 
Foz Shoare coucred with the cloake of Flud, aſide. 
If I haue ſinnde in chaunging of my name, 
Fo2gtue mee God, twas done to hide my ſhame, 
And I fo2giue the wozld , King Edward firſt, 
Chat wꝛackt mp ate, by winning of mp wife, 
And though he would not pardon treſpaſe ſmall, 
In theſe, in me God knowes no fault at all, 
I pardon him, though guiltie ofmpfal!. 
Perhaps he would, if hee hadknowne twas A, 
But t wentie deaths I rather wiſh to die, 
Chan line beholding *o2 one minutes bzeath 
Co him, that lining, woundedme with death. 
Death of my iop, and hell of mp defame, a 
Which now ſhall die vnder this bozrowed name. 
Iine. Godfozgine the, euen as J fozgine, 
And pꝛap thou maiſt repent while thou doſt line, 
A am as glad to leaue this loathed light, 


ee thee on nr e 
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To die bnknowne thus, is my greateſt good , 

Chat Mathew Shoares not hangde but Mathew floud. 
Foz flouds of woe haue wacht away the ſhoze 
Chat neuer wife noz kinne ſhall lwke on moze : 


Now when pe will, I am pꝛeparde to go. 
Enter Iockie running and crying. 


lockie. Hawd,hawd, fape foz ſpe&de, vntape, bntruffe, pull 
downe,pul off, God ſeaue the King:of with the helters, hence 
with the pziſoners,a pardon & pardon, 

Bra. God newes vnlokt foz, welcome gentle friend, who 
bzings the pardon? 

Iockie. Stap firſt lat ma blaw:mp maſtres, maſtres Shoare 
ſhoe bzings tha pardoune, tha kings pardoune:off with thoꝛe 
bands, beſtow them o tha hangman, may maſtres made mee 
runne the nc&reſt wap oze tha fields, the rapds a pace the bee 
wap, ſees at band bay this: firra pee that pꝛeech, come 
down, lat Docs; Shaw hea your place, bees tha better (chol- 
ler. maſtres Shoare bzing a new leſſon fo2 por. 

Shoare. O J had read mp lateſt leon well. 
Had bee bæne readie to haue ſaid, Amen. 


point to the hangman. 
Now ſhall J line to ſee my ſhame agen. 


Shoare comes downe; 
O had I dide vnwitting to my wife, 


Rather then ſee her, thougb ſhe bzing me like. 


Enter lane in haſte, in herriding cloake and ſaue- 
gerd, with a pardon in her hand. 
Iane. Alas I ſee that euen my ſmalleſt ſtap, 
Had loſt my labour, and caſt them awap, 
God knowes I baſted all that ere I might, 
Here maſter Vaux, King Edward grexts pe well, 
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His gracſouspardon fres this Gentleman, 
And all his companie from ſhameful death. 
All. Godſane the king,+ God blefſe miſtris Shoare. 
loc. Amen, x Rep theſe frea coming here any marre. 
lane. You muſt diſcharge them paying of their f&s, 
Which fo2 I feare their ſtoꝛe is verie (mall, 
J will defray,hold,bere,take purſe and all, 
Napmalſter Vaux tis gold, if not inougb, 
Bend to me, J will pap pou ropally. 

Stran. Ladle, in the behalfe of all the reſt, 
With humble thanks A peld mp ſelfe pour lane, 
Commannd their ſeruice, and commaund mylife. 
Ta. No Captain Stranguidge, let the king command 
Pour liues and ſeruice, whobath giuen you life, 
Theſe and ſuch offices conſcience bids me doe. 

D. Sh. Pittie that ere ap the trode her ſhoe. 

Sh. O had that coſctence pꝛickt when lone pꝛouokt. 

Bra. Ladie the laſt but not the leaſt in debt, 
To pour deuotion foz mp Cofins life, 
Irender thankes, pet thanks is but a bzcath, 
Commaund (Padame) during life, 
Olde Brackenburic bowes foz pon to ſtand, 
Mil it I bane limmes 02 any foote of land. 

Sho. Thus is hex gloꝛy builded on the (and. 

lane. Thanks good ꝙ. Licutenant of the Tobe. 
D(rra pzeparemy hoꝛſe, why ſtap pou here: 
Pꝛap pe commend me to mp noble friend 
The Duke of Clarence now pour pꝛiſoner, 
Bid him not doubt the kings diſpleaſures paſt 
I hope to gaine him fauour and releaſe. 
Br. God grant pe map.hes a noble Gentleman, 
D. Sb. Pp patrone Gloſter willcroſle it if he can. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 

Nunt io. Wheres miſtris Shoare? Ladie I tome in poſt, 
The King bath dad a verle *. ous fit 
| — 7 


to Iockie 
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Since pon came frombim,fwice his maſeſf(e, 
- Path \wounded, and with mach a doe reuiu de, 
And till as bzeath. will gine him leaue to ſpeake, 
He cals foz you:the Queneandall theLozds - 
Haue ſent td ſæne pe, halt vnto his Grace, 
Oz elſe I feare pouſte neuer ſee his face. 


la. O God defend gad friends pzap oz the king, 


Moꝛe bitter are the ne wes which he doth bzing, 

Chen thoſe were ſwert Jbzongbt to you but late: 

If Edward die,confounded ia mp Tate, 

Ile haſt vnte bum and twill ſpend my bloud, 

Co ſaue his ue m do him anp good. 4 

Exeunt ſhe arii the Meſſenge. 

Sh. And ſo — — 

But if A die, biball:thppowpe adieu. 


Bra. Beleede itte but Ido not * newes, 


Ol the Raga dangerous ficknene 
Keeper. No nod, 
Captaine and mailker Fladde, anbattehe reft, 
I dorcioice your pardon was obtainde, 
Bekoꝛe theſe nc wes, theſe inauſpitious newes, 
If the king die, the. tate will ſone be changde, 


S. Lieutenant, dul goe to the Tower: 


Ile take my leaue, gallants God buupe all. 
r FxcuntVautand his traine. 


Bra. Ycu ſhall be my gueſt᷑ fo anight 6; two, 
Coſin, till pour ownelodging be pꝛeparde, 
But tell me fir what meanes bath . Fludde. 
Stray. I cannot tell. ile aſkebim if pe will. 
Bra, Do ſa, und it his foꝛtunes be debaſde, 
Ile entertaine him it heele dwell with me, 
On good condition. 
Stran M. Mathew Fludde, 
Heare pemy Caſin Brac kenburies mind? 


He bath concetude ſuch liking of your parts, 


She. — 


* 


That 
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Chat it your meanes ſurmount not his ſuppoſe, 
Herle entertaine pe gladly at the Mower, 
To wattc on him. and put pe in great truff. 
Sho. In what A vndertake A will be tuff, 
And hold me happie, if mp diligence 
Map pleaſe ſo wo2thie a Gentleman as he, 
What ere my foztuncs haue bene, they are now, 
Such as to ſeruice make their bow. 
Bra. No Fludde moe like afrieud x fellow mate, 
J meane to vſe thee, then a ſeruitoz, 
And place thee in ſome credit in the Tower, 
And gine thee meanes to liue in ſome good ſoꝛt᷑. 
Sh. Ithanke pe ſix, God grant I map deſerue ff. 
Bra. Coſin and all pour crue come home with me, 
Where after ſozrow we map merrie be. | 
Sho. The Tower will be a place of ſecret reit, 
Where J map heare god newes4 bad, and vſe the beſt, 
God bleſſe the king. a woꝛſe may wear thecrown 
And then lane Shoate thy credit will come down, 
Fo? though tle neuer bed noꝛ boꝛd with thce, 
Pet thy deſtrucicn with A not to ſee. 
Becauſe J lou de thee when thou waft my wife, 
Not fo2 now ſauing my diſdained life, ER 
TAbich lats to long. God graut vs both to mend, 
Wlell 4 muſt in my ſerxuitce to attend. Exit. 


The Lord Louell and Doctot Shaw meet ou che Rage. 


Sha, Mell met my god Lozd Lovell, , 

Lo. Whither awap ſo faſt goes Doctoꝛ Shaw ? - 
Sha. Why to the Tower, to ſhzine the Duke ok Clarence, 
ho as J heare is falne ſo grienous ſicke, 
As it is thought de can by no meanes ſcape. 
Lo. He neither can noz ſhall J warrant thee: 
Sn, J hope my Lo2d he is not dead alreadie: 
Lo. But Jhopeſir he is, I _— Iſaw him dead, 
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Df a Flies death, dꝛo ond in a butte of Malmeſey. 


Sha. Dꝛound in a butte of Palmeſcp? that is ſtrange, 
Doubtleſſe he neuer wonid miſdoe htmlſelfe 2 
Io. Ad, that thou knoweſt right well, he bad ſome helpers, 
by hand was in it with the Duke of Gloſters, | 
As ſmothl as thou feekfto coner it. 
Sha. Oh fawle wozds mp Lo2d,no moze of that, 
Lhe wo:ldknowes nothing, then what ſhould J feare? 
Doth not pour honour ſeke pꝛomotion: 
Oh giue the Docto? then a little leaue, 
So that he gaine pzeferment with a King, 
Cares not who goes to wzacke, whoſe heart doth wing. 
Lo. A Ring: what King? 
| Sh. Mp Richard man? who elſe: god Lozd Iſee, c 
Miſe men ſometimes baue weake capacitte. 
Lo. Why is not Edward liuing: and if he were not, 
Hath be not childzen? what ſhallbecomeofthem? 
Sh. Why man, lining foz beds,a knife,o2 ſo, 
What make a bop a King,anda man by, 
Richard, g man foz vs: fie that were a ſhame. 
Nay then 4 ſæ if Edward were deceaſt, 
Which way the game would go. 
Sha. (hat elſe mp Lozdz 
That way the current of our fo2tune runnes, 
By noble Richard. gallant ropall Richard, 
He is the man muſt onely doe vs good, 5 
S0 1 baue bono, let me lwimme thꝛongh bloud. 
My Lo2d, be but at Pauls croſſe on Sundap next, 
A bope haue it here ſhall ſoundly pꝛoue, 
King Edwards chtidzen not legitimate. 
ap. and that foꝛ Edward ruling now, 
And George the Duke of Clarence ſo late dead: 
Cheir mother hapt co tread the ſhoe a wp, 
Why what is Richard then: 
Sha. Cut, lamtull man, he ſaies it io himſelle. 
And what he ſafes ile be ſa hold to ſweaxe, 


Zbough 
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dough in my ſoule J know it otherwile, 
Beware pzomotton while pou line my Lozd. 


Entec Caresbie, 
Ca. A ſtatte.a faffe, a thouſand crownes ſoꝛ aſtaffe. 
Lo. What ftaffe ſir William Catesbie ? 
Ca. Mh mana white ſfaffe foz my lozd P;otectoz. 
Lo. Why is King Edward dead: 
Ca, Dead Louel,dead,and Richard our good L 02d 
Is made Þ2otecto} of the ſweete young Pꝛince. 
Oh koꝛ a ſkaife, where might I haue a ftaffe, 
That J might firſt pꝛeſent it to his hand? 
Sh. Now do J ſmell two Bichopꝛicks at leatt, 
Py ſermon ſhall be pepperd ſound foz this. 


Enter miſtris Shoare weeping, lockie 
following. 


(eie, 
Ca. Why how now miſtris Shoareꝰ what, put finger in the 


Nap then I ſee pou haue ſome cauſe to crie. | 
Lo. I blame her not, her chiefeft tay is gene, 
The onelp ſtaffe,ſhe had to leane vpon, 
I ſee by her theſe tidings are to true. | 
la. I my Lo2d Louell, they are to true indeed, 
Ropall King Edward now bath bꝛeath d his laſt, 
The Nuene turnd out, and euerie friend put by, 
None now admitted,but whom Richard pleaſe, 
Lo. Why doubtleſſe Richard wil be kind to you, - 
lane. Ah my Lozd Louell, God bleſſe me from his kindnes: 
No ſoner was the white ſtaffe in his hand, 
But finding me and the right wofnll Queene, 
Sadly bemoning ſuch a mightie loſſe: | 
Here is no place quoth he, pou muff be gone, 
We haue other matters now to thinke vpon. 
Foz pou, (quoth he tome) ant bit his lip, 
And ſtroke me with his tate, but laid no moze. 
Wlhercbp 
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CWahereby A know he meaneth me no good. 

Cat. Mel miſtris Shoare, its like to be a buſte time, 
Shilt fo2 your ſelfe,come lads let vs be gone, 
Royall King Richard muſt be waite vpon. 


Sh. Wellmiftris Shoare k pou haue need of me, 
Nou ſhall commaund meto the vttermoſt. 
| Ex eunt. 
Ia, Firſt let me die ere J do put my truſt, 
In any fliering Spaniel of pou all, 
Go loc kie, take downe all my 
And quickly ſee mytrunks be conuapde fozth,. 
To miſtris Blages, an Inne in Lombardſtreete, 
The Flower de Luce, god lockie make ſome ſpeed, 


She, ſhe mutt be inp refuge in this nerd. 
Oer it done quickly Iockie. 


Iockie. Whickly quoth a: marrie heres a whicke chaunge 
inderd, ſike whicke change did J nere ſer befoꝛe. Now dꝛeame 
J, tbat iſe be a verie pure fellow, and hardly ha any filler to 
danke with a gude fellow. But "what ſtand A tatling beere. 
I mult goe do my maiſtres bidding, carrie all her ſtuſfe and 
gere tomiſtres Blages, at the Flower de luce in Lombardſtret, 
whicke then diſpatch. 

Exit. 
Enter Brackenburie, and Floud, to them the two young 
princes, Edward and Richard Gloſter, Cateſ. 
Lovell and Tirill. 


Bra. Come hither Floud let me heare thy opinion, 
Thou kno weſt J build vpon thy confidence, 
And honeſt dealing in thy greatſt affaires: 

J haue recefucd letters from the Dake, 

Gloſter I meane, P;otc>o? of the land, 
Who giues in charge the Tower be p2eparde, 
This nigbt to entertaine the two poung pzinces, 
It is mp dutie to obep I know, 


But 
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ut manifold ſuſpition troubles me. 

Flo. Oe ia their vncle Mir. and in that ſence, 
Nature ſhould warrant thetr ſecuritie, 
Next his deceaſed bzothcr at his death, 
To Richards care c both the rralme, 
And their pꝛotedion : humanitie | 
Stands as an D2atoz to plead ag: inſt 
All wꝛong ſuggeſtion of vnctwill thoughts: 
Beſide pou are Lieutenant of the Tower, 
Say there ſhould be any hurt pzetendcd, 
Type pꝛiuiledge of pour anthozitle = 
Vues into euerie co2ner of this honſe, 
nd what can then be done without pour dowel 

Br. Chou ſapeſt true Floud, though Richard be PzoteRo3, 
Then once they are within the Tower limits, 
Che charge of thein ( vnleſſe he derogatt) 
From this my office, which was neuer ſcene, 
In any kings time; dodh belong to me: 

And ere that Brackenburie will conſent, | 
Oz ſuffer w2ong be done vntot heſe babes, | 
His ſwoꝛd, & all the ſtrength within the Tower 
Shall bs oppoſde againſt᷑ the pꝛoudeſt commer, 
Be it to my ſonle as Jintendto them. 

Fl. And faith in me vnto this commonwealth, 
And truth to men bath hitherto biene ſcene, 
The Pylot that hath guided my liues courſe, 
Though twas my ſoꝛtune to be wzongd in both: 
And therefoze Sir neither the mighttcs frowne, 
Noz anp bzibes ſhall winne me other wile, 

Bra. Tis wellreſolued : ſtill me thinks they ſhould 
Be ſafe enough with vs, and pet J feare, 
But nom no moze, it ſmes they are at hand, 

Pr. Ed. Uncle what Gentleman is that: Enter. 

Gloſt. It is(\we&t Pꝛinte) Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Pr. Ed. Sit we axe come to be pour gueſts tonight: 

I pꝛap pou tell me did pou ener know, 


„ — — — = 
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Dulather Edward lodghe withinthis 
- Bra. Heuer to — — 

On other occaſſions J haue ſeene him here. 
Ri Bother laſt night when youbidend fazims 

By mother told me, hearing — 


appointed none, 
pou might keepe pour court but onely here. 
Si. Wile bzats, how they dodeſcant on the Towze. 
ir gentle Nephewthep were ill aduiſde, 
Totutaz pou with ſuch vnfitting tearmes, 
(Who ere they were)againft this ropall manſton: 
pat if ſome part of it hath bene reſeru d, 
Co be a pꝛiſon ſoʒ Nobilitie z I 
Followes it therefo2e that it cannot ferne, 
Co an other vſe? Ceſar himſelſe @ 
Chat built the ſame, within it kept his Court, 
And many kings fince him, the roomes are large. 
Che building ſtatelp, and fo; ſtrength beſide, 
It is the ſafeſt and the ſureſt hold you haue. 
Pr. Ed. Uncle of Gloſter, if pon thinke it ſo, 
Tis not fozme to contradict pour will, 
_ Glo. Onthen a Gods name. 
Pr. Ed. Pet beloze we go, 
One queſtion moze with pou M. Lieutenant, 
We like pou well, and but we do percetne, 
Moꝛe comfozt in your lookes, then in theſe walles, 
Foz all our vncle Gloſters friendly ſpeech, 
Our hearts would be as heaute ſtill as lead, 
Ip2ap vou tell me, at which dee oz gate 
Was it my vncle Clarence did go in, 
When he was ſent a pziſoner to this place? 
Bra. At this my liedge: why ſighs your maſcftie? 
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Pr. Ed. He went in here that nere came back againe, 
But as God hath vecreede, ſo let it be, 

Come bzother ſhall we go: 

Fiſh. Pes bzother,any where with you. Excunt. 


Tirill puls Cates bie by the ſleeue. 


Tir. Sir were it beit I did attend the Duke, 
Oz ſtay his leyſure till his backe returne: 

Car. A pzap maſter Tirill tap without, 
It is not good pou ſhould be ſeene by dap 
Mitbzin the Towꝛe, eſpecially at this time, 

Ile tell bis honour of pour being here, 
And pou ſhall know his pleaſare pꝛeſently. 

Tir. Euen ſo ſir: men would be glad by any means, 
To raiſe themſelues, that daue beene onerth;owne, 
Byfoztunesſcozne,and J am one ol them. 

Enter Duke of Gloceſler. 
Here tomes the Duke. 

Glo. Catesbie, is this the man? 

Cat. It is it like pour excellencie. 

Glo. Come neere. 

Thy name J heare is Tirill, is it not? 

Tir. lames Tirill is my name, my gracious Lond. 

Glo. Melcome, it ſhouldappeare that thou haſt bin 
In better fate thennow it ſeemes thou art. 
Tir. A baue bin by mp fep my Loꝛd, though now vepꝛetk, 
And clouded ouer with adnerſitie. . 

Glo. Be rulde by me, then thou Halt riſc againe, 

And pꝛoue moꝛe happie then thou ener waſt, 
There is but onely two degrees by which 
It ſhall be ncedfull foz thee to aſcend, 
And that is faith and taciturnitle. 
Tir. It euer I pꝛoue falſe vnto pour grace,.- 
Conuert pour fanour to affliq ions. 

Glo, But ranſt thou to bee ſecret? 


Tirill. 
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Tiril. Trie me n Lo: 
{his tongue was neuer knowne to be a blab. 
Glo. Th countenance bath like a ilner kep, 
Opend the cloſet of mp heart, read there, 
Tf ſcholler like thou canſt expound thoſe lines, 
Thou art the man oꝛdainde to ſeruemp turne. 
Tir. So farre as my capacitie will reach, 
The ſenſe my Loꝛd is this, this night you ſap, 
The two young Pꝛinces both muſt ſuffer death. 
Gl. Chou haſt mp meaning, wilt thou do it, ſpeak: 
Tuil. It ſhall be done. 
Glo. Inough. come follow me, 
Fo: thy direction,and fs2 gold to fee, 
Such as mulk apde thee in their Tragedie. 
Enter miſttis Blage and Iockie loden. 
Bla. Welcome good Iockie, what god newes bꝛing yons 
lockie Parrie maſtres my gude maſtres greets pemaſtres, 
and pꝛaies pe maſtres till dight vppe her Chamber, fo; ſhccl 
lig we pe to night maſtres. Andheres her catte ſkinne till 
ſhe come. Enter Iane. 
lane. Why how now loyterer: make pe no mozehaſte? 
When will my trunkes and all my ſtuffe be bzought, 
If you thus lonter, go, make haſt withall. 
lockie. Marie ſall ape,gynne peele be bud petient a while. 


Exit. 


lane. Now gentle miſtris Blage the onelp kriend, 
That foꝛtune leaues mee to relie vpon, 
My counſcls Cloſet and my Towze of ſtrength, 
To whomfo: ſafetie J retire my ſelfe, 
To be ſecure in theſe tempeſtuous times, 
O ſmile on mee, and giue me gentle lokes, 
I J be welcome, then with cherefull heart. 
And willing hand ſhew me true ſignes thereof. 
Bla. Doubt pe of welcome Ladie to your friend? 
Nay to pour ſeruant, to your brat\ſwoman, 
To lpeake but truth, pour bountics bond woman: 


Aſe 
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Uſe me, commaund me, call mp houſe pour owne, ' 

And all I baue ſwœrte Ladie at pour will. 
lane, Away with titles, lay by courtly tearmes, 

Che Caſe is altred now the King is dead, 

And with his life my lauouring friends are fled, 

No Madam now, but as J was befoze, 

Your faithfull kind companion, poꝛe lane Shoare. 
Bla. Jloude pon then, and ſince, and euer ſhall, 

Vou are the woman, though pour foztunes fall, 

Nou when my huſbands lewde tranſgreſſion 

Ol all our wealth had loſt poſſeMon, 

By fozfaiture into his Þighnes hands, 

Got reſtitution of our goods and lands, 

He fled,and died in France, to heale that harme, 

Pou helpteme to thꝛee mannozs in le farme, 

The woꝛſt ol which cleers thꝛeeſcoʒe pound a pere, 

lane J not reaſon then to hold pe dere 2 

Yes happe what will vntillmp life do end, 

ou are and ſhall be my beſt belouedfriend, 
Iane. How if miſfoztune mp folly do ſucceed. 
Bla. Truſt me true friends bide touch in time of need. 
lane. Tf want conſume the wealth I had befoze. 
Bla. My wealth is pours,and pou ſhall ſpend mp ſtoze. 
lane, But the P2otectoz pꝛoſecutes his hate. 
Bla. With me line ſecret from the wo2lds debatss 
Jane. Yon will be wearie of ſo badde a gueſt. 
Bla. Then let me neuer on the earth be bleſf, 
lane, Ah miſtris Blage, you tender me ſuch loue, 

As all mpſozrowes from mp ſoule remoue, 

And though mp poꝛtion be not verie large, 

Pet come Jnot to pon to be a charge, 

Copne, plate, and ie wels pꝛizde at loweſt rate, 

I bꝛing with me to maintaine mp eſtate, 

TUozth twentie thouſand pound, and my arrap, 

If pouſurutue to \@ my dying day, 

From pou no pennie will J giue awap. 


— Whoſe loſt good name no treaſure can 
Oh were be here with mee to lead his life, 
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Blage. And I thanke you that ſo n wealth tncreaff; 
Am wozth I trow, tenne thonſand pounds at leaſt, 
Ithinke like two warme widowes we may line, 
Untill good foꝛtune two good huſbands gine, 
Foz ſurely miſtris Shoare pour huſbandes dead, 
When heard pee of him 

lane. Neuer ſince he fledde. 
O miltris Blage, now put you in my head 
Chat kils my heart, wby ſhould J bꝛeath this apʒe, 


Although hee neuer vſde mee as a wife, 

But as a dꝛudge to ſpurne mee with his kecte, 

Vet ſhould I thinke with him that life were ſwerte, 
Bla. Hoh tan pe once conceit ſo baſe a thing, 

That haue bene kiſt and cokerd by a king. 

M æpe not, pou hurt pour ſeit by Gods bleſt mother, 


Vour huſbands dead woman, thinke vpon another, 


Let vs in to ſupper, dꝛinke wine,checre pour heart, 
And whilſt J line, be ſure ile take pour part, 


Enter Brakenburie, Shoare, Dighton, 
Fotreſt, Tuill. 


Exit. 


Tir. Sir A aſſure yon tis mp Loꝛd Pꝛotedoꝛs warrant, 


Bra. Pp friend, J haue conſerd it with his letters, 


And tis his hand indeed, ile not dente, 


But blame mee not although J be pꝛeciſe, 

In matters that ſoneerely do concerne mee. 
Digh. Py LozdÞ3otecoz,fir I make no doubt, 

Dare iuſtiſie his warrant, though perhaps, 

He doth not now acquaint pou why he doth it. 

Bra. A thinke ſic theres no ſublet now in England, 
Will vꝛge his Grace, to ſhew what he dare doe, 
Ko: will A aſke him why hee does it, 

A would A might, to ridde mee of my doubt. aſide. 

For. Why ſir I thinke he nerds no pꝛeſident, 


Foz 
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Foz what he does, 3 thinke bis power is abſolute ſnongh. 
Bra. I haue no power ſir to examine it. 
Noz wi!l J do: obep pour warrant, 
Which J wil keepe foz mpſecuritic. 
Tir. Nou ſhall do well in that ſir, 
Bra. Peres the kepes. 
Sho. And pet A could wiſh mpLozd Pꝛoted oz, 
Had ſent dis warrkt thither by ſome other, afide. 
I do not like their lookes I tell pou true. 
Bra. Noz J Flud J aſſure thee, 
For, What does that ſlaue mutter to his maſter? 
Digh. J heare htm ſap hi does not like our lakes? 
Tir. Why not our lokes ſir? 
For. Sirra we heare pou. 
Sho. Jam glad pon doe ſir? all is onefoz that. 
But it pou did not hearken better now, 
I neuer ſaw thzee faces in whoſe lookes, 
Did euer fit moze terroz : 02 moze death, 
God bleſſe the P2inces if it bee his will, 
J do not like theſe villaines. 
Digh. Zounds ſtab the villane, ſirra do pon bzane vs: 
Sh. I thats pour comming, ſoꝛ pou come to tab. 
Forteſt. Stab him. | 
Shoate. Nap then ile ſtabbe with thee. 
Tirill. Z bloud cut his thzoat. 
Braken. Hold Centle men J pzap vou. 
Shoare. Sir J am hurt, ſtabd in the arme, 
Braken. This is not to be iuſtiſled my friends, X 
To dꝛaw pour weapons here within the Zowze, 
And by the law it is no leſſe then death, 
Icannot thinke the Duke will like of this, 
I pꝛap pee be content, too much is done. 2 
Tir. He might haue held his peace then, and beene quict 


Fare well, farewell. b 
Shoare. Hell and damnation follow murtherers. 
Bra. Ooe lud get thee ſome ſurgeon to loke to thy wound. 

— 
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Halt no acquaintance with ſome ſkilfull ſurgeone 
Keepe thy wound cloſe, and let it not take aire. 
And fo2 mp owne part, J will not tay here. 
Tabither wilt thou go that I map ſend to thee, 
Sho. To one miſtris Blages, an Inne in Gracious frete, 


There you ſhall finde mee, oꝛ ſhall heare of mee. 
Bra. Þwete Pꝛincely babes, farewell A feare you ſoze, 
A doubt theſe eies ſhall neuer ſ& vou moze. 


Enter the two young Princes, Edward and Richard in 
their gownes and cappes vubuttond, 
and vutruſt. 


Richard. Hobo does pour Loꝛdſhippe: 

Eduard. Mell good bꝛother Richard, how does your ſelfee 
Dou told me pour headaked. 

Richard. Tndeed it does, mp Lo2d feele with pour hands 


how hot it is. 
He laies his hand on his brothers head. 


Edward. Indeed pon haue caught cold, 
TUith fitting veſtcr night tobeare me read, 
J p:ap thee go to bed, ſwœt Dick, poꝛe little hearf. 
Richard. Voule giue me leaue to wait vpon pour Lozdſhip. 
Edward. A had moꝛe need bꝛother to wait on yon: 
Fo? you are ſicke, and ſo am not J* 
Richard. O Loꝛd, me thinks this going to our bed, 
How like it is to going to our graue: 
Edvard. J pꝛap thee do not ſpeake of graues ſweet heart, 
Indeed thou krighteſt mee. 

Ri. Why my Loꝛd Bꝛother, did not our Tutoz teach bs, 
That when at night we want vnto our bed, 
Me till ſhould thinke we ſent vnto our graue. 

Ed. Pes thats true, p̊ we ſhould do as euery chziſfian ought, 
To beep2eparde to die at eneryhowze,but Jam heauie. 

Richard, Indeed and ſo am J. 
Edward. Then let vsſap our pꝛaiers and go to bed. 
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They kneele, and ſolemne muſicke the while within, he 5 
- muſicke ceaſerh, and they riſe. 


Richard. What, blædes pour Grace ? 
Edward. A two dzops and no moze. 


Richard. God hleſſe vs both, and Ideſire no moze, 
Edward. Bꝛother ſee — RAR, 5 ſap Iz 
Lozd in thee will J truſt although Idie. 
As the young Princes go out, enter Tirill. 
Trill. Go lay pe do wone, but neuer moꝛe to riſe, 
I haue put mp hand into the fouleſt murder, 
Chat euer was committed ſince the wozld, 
The verie ſenceleſſe ones here in the walles, 
Bꝛeake out in teares but to behold the aa, 
Me thinkes the bodies lying dead in graues, | 
Shouldriſe and crie againſt us O harke,harke, A noyſe 
The Pandꝛakes ſhꝛeeks are muſicke to theix cries, within. 
Che verienight is frighted, and the ſtarres, 
Do dꝛop like teaches, to behold this deed: 
The verie Center ol the earth doth ſhake, 
ee thinks the Kot houlycentvowne from the toppe, 
Co let the beanenlookeon this monttrons deede. 


Enter at the one doote Dighton, with Edward vnder his arme 
at the other doote, Forreſt with Richard, 
Digh. Stand further damned rogue, and come not niere me. 
Fo. Jap tand thou further billaine, tand aũde. ä 
Digh. Are we not both damned fo2 this curſcd deed? 
Fo. Thou art the witneſſe that thou bearſt the King; 
Digh. And what bearit thou? 
For It is too true, oh I am danmde indeed, 
Helookes downe onthe boy vnder his arme: 
Ti, A am as deepe as pou, atthong my hand 
Did not the deede. 
Digh. O villaine, art thou there: 
Fo. A plague light on thee. 


Ti. Curlenotathouſandplagoes 5 
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They lay them downe. 
The pile here lathe Tape will burte them, 
Let vs away. : 
Enter miſtris Blage & her two men, bringing in Shoare alias 
Floud,in a chaire, his arme bleeding apace 


Bla.So0,ſet him here a while, where is moze aire, 
How cheere pou fir,alacke he doth beginne 
To change his colour, where is miſtris Shoare? 
Sone to her Cloſet foz a pꝛecious Balme, 
The lame (ſhe ſa(d)King Edward vibe himſelſe. 
Alacke J feare hæle die befoze ſhe come. 
Ranne quickly foz ſome Roſa- ſolis, faint not ſir, - 
Be of god comfozt,chme god miltris Stoare, 
That haue pon there: 

Jane. Stand by and giue me leaue. 

Bla. Unhappie me to lodge him in mp houſe. 

Jane, J warrant pon woman, be not ſo afraid, 
I not this blond-ſkone hangde about his necke, 
This balme will ſtanch it by the helpe of God: 
Lift vp his arme whilſt J do bath his wound, 
The ſigne belike was here when he was hurt, 
Oz elſe ſome pꝛincipal and chlefe veine is pierſt. 

Bla. How euer ſure the ſurgeon was a knaue, 
an lokt no better to him at the firft, 

2. Blame him not miſtris Blage, the beſt of them 

In ſuch a caſe as this, map bee toſe>ke. 

Bla. Now God be bleſſed, ſee the crimſon blaud, 
That was pꝛecipitate, and falling downe 
Into bis arme, retires into his face, 
Hob fare pou fir? how do pou fle pour ſelſe: 

Sh. Oh wherfoze baue pou wakt me from mp flcepe? 
And bꝛoke the quiet lumber J was in, 
Me thought Iſate in ſuch a pleaſant place, 
So full of all delight as neuer eie 
Bebeld, noz heart ofmancouldcompzebend, 
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If pon had let me go I felt no paine, 
But being now reuok tmp griefe renewes. 
Jane. Gine him ſome Roſa-ſolis miſtris Blage, 
And that will likewiſe animate the ſpzites, 
And ſend alacritie vato the heart, 
That bath bin ſtrugling with the pangs ol death. 
Bla. Here ſir dzinke this, you ned not feare it ſir, 
It is no huct,ſ& I will be your taſter, 
Then dzinke I pꝛay pon, 
la. Now fellowes raiſe his body from the chairs 
And gently let him walke a turne oz two, 
Bla. God ſoth miſtris Shoare, I did not thinke till now 
Pon had bene ſuch a cunning ſkilde Phiſittan. 
Sho. Dh miſtr is Blage, though A muſt nerds confeſſe, 
It would haue bene moze welcome to mp ſoule, 
Tf J had died and beeneremonde at laſt, 
From the confuſed tronbles of this wozld, 
Whereof Jhaue ſuſtained no meane waight, 
Then lingring here be made a packhoꝛſe till 
Ok tozments, in compartſon of which 
Death is but as the pzicking of a thozne, 
Yet I do thanke pou foz pour taken paines, 
And would to Cod A could requite pour lone. 
Bla. Sir I did pou little god, what was done 
Aſcribe the benefit and pzaiſe thereof 
Unto this Gentlewoman,kind miſtris Shoare, 
Whonert to Godpzeſerude pour feeble life. LE 
Sho. Pow? Miſtris Shoare, god friends let go your hold, 
Py ſtrength is nowſaufficient of it (clfe, 
Oh is it He that ſtill pꝛelongs mp wor? 
Was it oꝛdainde not onelp at thefirff, 
She ſhould be mp deſtruction, but now t wiſe, 
hen gracious deſtinies had brought about, 


To ende this wearie pilgrimage of mme, | 
Mut the and none bat ſhe pzenent that good, ; 
And Top my entrance toeternall bliſſe? 

„ Od 
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Oh laſting plague, oh endleſſe co2raſine, 
It now repents me double that I ſcap te, 
Hince lifes made death, and lifes autho: . 
la. Sir take my tounſell and ſit downe againe, 
It is not good to beſo bold of foot, 
Upon the ſudden till you hauemoze ftrength. 
Sho. Miſtris I thanke vou, and J care not much 
Tf A be rulde by pou. fits downe, 
Oh God that ſhe ſhould pittie me bnknowne, 
That knowing me by her was ouerth2owne, 
Oꝛ ignoꝛantly ſhe ſhould regard this ſmart, 
That heretofozeſparde not to ſtab my heart. 
| Enter Brackenburie. 
Bra. By nur leaue miſtris Blague, Jam ſome what bold, 
Is there not a Gentleman within pour houſe, 
Cald ꝙ Floud, came hither hurt laft night? 
Bla. Is his name Floud, J knew it not till now, 
But here he is, and well reconered, 
Thanks to this Gentle woman miſtris Shoare. 
Bra. Pardon me miſtris Shoare, J ſaw you my 
And truſt me J am ſoꝛie at the heart, 
So good a creature as your ſelle hath bene, 
Should be ſo vilely dealt with as you are, 
T vꝛomiſe pon the woꝛld laments pour caſe. 
Ia, How mean pou ſir? J vnderſtand pou not? 
Lament my cafe,foz what? foꝛ Edwards death? 


_  F know that J haneloft a gractous friend, 


But that is nat ta be remedied now. 
Bra. Ao miſtris Shoare, it is fo; Richards hate, 
Chat too much enuies pour pꝛoſperitte. 
la. I know he loues me not and foꝛ that tauſe, 
J haue withdꝛawne me whollyfrom the court. 
Bra. Pou haue not ſæne the P2oclametion tben: 
I, The pꝛoclamation? no, what pzoclamation? 
Bra Dh miftr;s Shoare, the king in euer ſtreet 
Ol London, and in euetie bozough tewne, . 
A | t @Zbzcnghout 
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Cbꝛoughout this land hath publikely pzoclaimd, 


On paine of death that none ſhal har bour yon, 
Oz giue pou fad oz cloathes to kp pou warme, 
But hauing firſt done ſhamefull penance here, 
Pou ſhall be then thzuſt fozth the Citie gates, 
Into the naked cold fo2ſaken field, 
A able not, would to God J did, 
Se, heres the manner of it put in pꝛint, 
Tis to be ſold in euerie Stationers chop, 
Beſides a ntunber of them clapt on poaſts. 
Where people crowding as they read pour fall, 
Some murmure,and ſome ſigh, but molt of them, 
Paue their relenting eles even big with teares. 
Ia. Gods wil be done, I know mp ſinne is great, 
And he that is omnipotent and iuſt, 
Cannot but muff re ward me heauilp. 
Bra, It grieues me miſtris Shoare, it was my chance, 
To be the firſt repozter of this newes. 
la. Let it not grieue, J muſt haue heard of it, 
And now as good, as at another time. | 
Bra. J pꝛay pee miſtris Blage haue care of Floud, 
And what his charge is J will ſer pou paide, Exit. 
la. Farewell to all that fill ſhall be my ſang, 
Let men impoſe vpon me nere ſuch w2ong, 
And this extremitie ſhall ſeeme the leſſe, 
In that J haue a friend to leane unto, | 
Sweet miſtris Blage, there were vpon the earth, 
Nocomfozt left fo2 miſerable lane, 
But that J do pꝛeſume vpon yourlone, 
A know though tyꝛant Richard had ſet downe, 
A greater penaltie then is pꝛoclaimd, 
Which cannot wel be thought, yet in pour honſe, 
I ſhould haue ſuccour and reliefe beſide, 
Bla hat, and ſo I ſhould be a traſto2,ſhould J? 
Is that the care vou haue ofme and mine: 
Ithanke poutrulp, no tberes * matter, b 
3 
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Alone von well, but lone my lelfe better: 
As long as pou were held a true ſubiea, 
A made account ot pou acco2dingly, 
But being otherwiſe, J doretec pon, 

And will not cheriſh my kings enemie: 

Pou know the danger of the Pꝛeclamation: 

I would to God pou would depart my houſe. 

Ia. Mhen was it euer ten lane Shoare wasfalle 
Eyther vnto her countrey,oz her king? 

And therefoze tis not well good miſtris Blage, 
Chat vou vpbꝛaid me with a trattozs name. 

Bla. I, but yon haue biene a wicked liuer, 
And now vou ſee what tis to be vnchaſte, 
Pou ſhould haue kept pouw your honeſt hulband⸗ 
Twas neuer other like but that ſuch filthineſſe, 
Would haue a foule and deteſtable end. 

Ia. Time was that you did tell me otherwiſe, 
And ſtudied how to ſet a gloſſe on that 
Elhich now pou ſay is vgly and dekoꝛmde. 

Bla. J told you then as then the time did ſerue, 
And moze indeed to trie pour diſpoſition, 
Chen anp way to incourage pou to ſinne: 
But when J ſap pou were ambitions, 
Andfaintly fad on tearmes of modeſtie, 

T left pou to your owne arbiterment: 
Can von denie it was not ſo : how ſap pon? 

Ia. We will not miſtris Blage diſpute of that, 
But now in charitie and womanhood, 
Let me find kauour (f it be but this, 
That in ſome barne oꝛ fable I map ſhzowde, 
Till other wiſe I be pzouided foz. 

Bla. I pꝛap pou do not vꝛge me miſtris Shoare. 
J wilt not haue my houſe indangered ſo. 

Ia. Oh pou did pꝛomiſe I ſhould neuer mant, 
And that pour houſe was mine, ſwoꝛe the ſame, 
To keepe pour oath be then compaſſionate. 
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Bla, So you did ſweare yon would be true to Shore, 
But pou were not ſo good as your woꝛd, 
Pp oathes diſberit which by the kings commaund, 
lane. Pet let me haue thoſe ie wels and that money, 
Which is within mp trunkes. 
Bla. I know ol none: 
If there be any, tle beſo bold, 
As keepe it fo2 pour diet and pour mans, 
At is no little charge J haue beene at, 
To fede pour daintie toth, ſince you came hither, 
Beſide houſerome, J am ſure is ſom what wozth. 
Sho. Ah Iane I cannot chuſe but pittie thee, 
Heres the firſt ſtep to thy deepemiſerie. 
la. Oh that my graue had the bin made my houſe, 
When either fürit J went vnto the Court, 
Oz from the court returnd vnto this place. 
Enter two Apparators, 
Ser. How now, what are you? it had ben maners 
Pon ſhould haue knockt befoꝛe pou had come in. 
r. Ap. Me are the Biſhops Parato2s mpfriend, 
And miſtris Shoate our errand is to pou, 
This day it is commanded by the King, 
Pon mult be ſtript out of pour rich attire, 
And in a white ſherte go from Temple barre, 
Untill poucome to Algate, barefoted, 
Pour haire about pour eares, and in pour hand, 
A burning taper, therełoꝛe go with vs. 
Jane. Euen when and whither pou wil, and would fo Cod, 
The Ring as ſone could ridde my ſoule of ſinne, 
As he map ſtript mp bodte of theſeragges. 
2. Ap. That would be ſone enough, but come a wap, 
And miſtris Blage poule hardly anſwere it, 
When it is kno wne we found her in pour houſe. 
I. Ap. It ſœmes pou do not feare to harbour her. 
Bla. I harbour her: out on her ſtrumpet queane, 
She pzeſt vpon me where J would oz no: 


Jie 


„ 
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Ile ſee her hangdeere I will harbour her. 
So nob her iewels and her gold is mine, 
And Jam made at leaſt foure thouſand pound, 
Tealthier by this match then J was befo2e: 
And what can be obieded foz the ſame, 
That once J lou de her: well perhaps I did, 
And women all are gouernd by the Pone, 
But now Jam ok another humour, 
TWhich is vou know a planet that will change. 

Cat. Now ꝙ. Sheriffe of London do pour office, 
Attach this rebell to his Paieſtie, 
And hauing ſtript her to her petticoate, 
Turne her ont a dozes, with this condition, 
That no man harbour her, that durſt pꝛeſume 
To harbour that le wde curtiʒan Shoares wile, 
Againſt the ſtrait commandement of the King. 
Bla. J beſech pon ſir. 

Cat. Away with her I fap. 
The while ile ſeaze vpon her houſe r gods, 
TUbich wholly are confiſcate to the King. Exit. 

Sho. Db what haue J beheld, were J as young, 

As when I came to London ts be pꝛentice, 
This pageant were ſufficient to infra, 
And teach me euer after tobe wiſe. 
Fir haue J ſeene deſert ol wantonneſſe, 
And bꝛeach of wedlocke: then of flatterte, 
Next of diſlembling loue, and laſt of all, 
Che rume of baſe catching auarice: 
But poꝛe lane Shore in that J lou de thee once, 
And wu thy huſband J muſk pittte thee, 
The ſparkes of olde affed ion long agoe, 
Rakte vp in aſhes of diſpleaſure kindle, 
And in this furnace of aduerſitie, | 
Zyc w22ld ſhall ſee a huſbands lopaltie. Exit. 


Enter DoQor Shaw penſiuely teading on his boole, after 5 
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= followesthe Ghoſt ofFrier Anſelme, with aligh. 
Sha. Spuria vitulamina non agent radices alcas- 
Baſfardly flips daue alwaies lender grouth, 
Ah Shaw, this mas the curſed theame, 
That at Pauls croſſe thou madeſt thy ſermon of, 
Co pꝛoue the lawfull (Cue of thy King, 
Got out of wedlocke, illegittimate. 
Ab — — dE thou pꝛocure. 
Did Richard (villaine) no it war thy fault, 
Chou wouldft be wonne to ſuch a damned deed, 
Which now to think on makes mp ſoule to bleed. 
Ah Frier Anſelme, fleepe among the bleſt, 
- Thbyp;ophefte thus falſelydid J wzeft. / 
Enter Anſelme. 
An, Thou didit, and be thou danmde therefoze, 
Here come thy ſoule where blcſedneſſe abides, 
Didſt thou not know the letter G. was Gloſtere 
An. Why then didit thou affirme, 
Chat it was meant by George the duke of Clarẽce 
Chat hononrable harmeleſſe Gentleman, 
Whoſe thoughts all innocent as any child, 
Vet came thzough the to ſuch a luckleſſe death. 
Sa. J was infozced by the Duke of Gloſter. 
An. Enloꝛſt ſaiſt thou? wouldſt $ then beenfozft, 
Being a man of thy pꝛofeſſlon, 
Co ſinne ſo vilelp, and with thine owne mouth, 
To damne thy ſoule: No thou waſt not enfozc't, 
But gaine and hope of high pzomotion 
Þy2de thee thereto,ſay was it ſo 03 no: 
Sha. It did, it did. 
An. Why then reco2d in thy black helliſh thoughts, 
How many miſchiefes haue enſude hereon? 
Firft wꝛonged Clarence dzawned in the Tobe, 


Next, Edwards childzenmurdzed in the Towze: 


This 
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This day at Pomfrec noble Gentlemen, 

Thyzethe Quanes kinred, loſe thetr harmeleſſe heads, 
Thinkft thou that here this floud of milchiefe Kates 

o billaine, many aremarkt to the blocke, 
they the neareſt, thinke them furtheſt of, 
Euen Buckingham, creatoz of that king, 
—— ea wꝛetched ending bzing. 
All this (accurſed man) bath come by thee, 
And thy falſe wzefting of my pꝛopdecie, 
nh ob paper 4 — 
Andſoſt had bene,badf thou pzoned iuſt. 
But thou and euerie one that had a hand, 
In that moſt wofullmarther of the Pzinces, 
Co fatall ends pou are appointed all. 

in thy ſtudie ſhalt thou ſterue thy ſelle, 
from this houre not taſte one bit of fode, 
Che reſt ſhall after follow on a row, 

To all their deaths vengeance willnot be flow, 


| Enter a Meſſenger to Shaw. 
Meſ. Where is P.Doctoz Shaw ? 
Sha. Herefriend, what is thy will with me? 
Meſ. K.Richard pꝛaies pee to tome to him trait. 
Foz he would be conleſt. 
Sha. I cannot come, I pꝛap thee take that Frier, 
Foz he tan do it better farre then J. 
Meſ. A Frier P.Doctoz J ſ none. 
Sha. Doeſt thou not: no, thy vntainted ſonle 
Cannot diſcerne thehozro2s that J do. 
An. Shaw. go with him,x tellthat tyrant Richard, 
He hach but thz& peares limited fo2 life, 
And then a ſhamefull death takes hold on him, 
That done, returne, and in thy ſtudie end 
Thy loathed life that didſt vs all offend, 
Sha. TUith all my heart, would it were ended nolo, 


So it were done, care not where nozhow, _— 
* 
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Enter the two Parators, with miſtris Shoate in a white ſheer, 
bare footed , with ber haire about her cares, 
and in her hand a waxe taper, 


1. Par. Now miſtris Shoare, here our commilonends, 
Pat off pour roabe of ſhame,foz this is Algate, 
Whither it was appointed we ſhould bꝛing pon, 

la. Mp roabe of ſhame ? Oh that ſofonle a name 
Sbould be applied vnto ſo faire a garment, 
Which is no moze to bee condemnde of ſhame, 
When ſnow of putrefaction is deſerude, 

Co couer an infections heape of dung, 

Py toabe of ſhame, but not my ſhame put off, 
Foz that ſits bzanded on my fozehead ſtill, 
And therefozein derifion was I wzapt, 

In this white Sheete : and in deriſion boze 
CTbis burning taper, to expꝛeſſe mp folly, 
Chat hauing light of reaſon todirec mee, 
Delighted pet in by-wates of darke erro2. 

2. P. Mel miſtris Shoare, I hope pougrudge not vs, 
e ſhe bode pon all thefauour poʒe men could. 
lane. Oh Godfozbid : I know the Kings E did 
Set yon a wozke, and not your owne deſixes. 

1. Par. I truly miſtris, and foz our parts, 

We could be well content t were otherwiſe, | 

But that the lawes ſeuere, and ſo we leaue pon. Exx. 
lane. Fare well vnto pou both: and London too, 

Fare well to thee, where firſt J was inticde, 

That ſcandalizde thy dignitie with ſhame, 

But now thou haſt returnde me treble blame, 

My tongue that gaue conſent inioynde to beg. 

Pine eies adiudgde to hourely laments, 

Pine armes fo; their imbꝛat inga, catch the aire, 

And theſequicke nimble feet that were ſo readie 

To ſtep into a kings fo;bidden bed, : 


Loadon thy flints haue puniſht fo; their pzide, 
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And thon balt dzunke their bons los thy renenge 
What now anatles tothinke what I'bane dens” 
Then welcome nakedneſſe and ponertie, 
Welcome contempt, welcome pou barren fields, 
Welcome the lacke of meat, and lacke of friends, 
And wzetched lane,accozding to thy ſtate, 

Sit here, ſit here, and lower if might be: 

All things that bzeath in their extremitie, 

Baue ſome recourſe of ſuctour, thou haſt none, 
Che child offended flies vnto the mother, 

Lhe Soldiour ſtrucke, retires vato his Captain, 
Che filh difkreſſed,llides into the riuer, 

Birds of the apꝛe do flie vnta their dammes, 

And vnderneath their wings are quickly ſh;zouded 
Nay, beat the ſpanniel.e his maſter mones him, 
But I baue neither where to ſhꝛoud mp ſelle, 
Noz anp one to make my mone vnto, 
Come patience then, and though my bodie pine, 
Make then a banquet to refreſh my ſoule, 
Let hearts dæpe thzobbing ſighs be all mp bꝛead, 
Mp dꝛink ſalt tears, my gueſts repentit thoughts 
That who ſo knew me, and doth ſ& me now, 
May ſhunne by me the bzeach of wedlockes vow. 


Enter Brackenburie with a prayer books, & ſome 
RO reliefe i in a cloath for miſttis ſhow. 


Bra, Oh God bow fullof dangers growes theſe tit 


And no aCurance ſ&@ne in any ſtate, 

No man can ſap that hee is maiſter now, 
Ol any thing is his, ſuch is the tide 
Ol ſharpe diſturbance running thꝛough the land, 
I haue giuen over mp office in the Towze, 
Becauſe I cannot bzooke their vile complots, 
Noꝛ ſmother ſuch outraglous villanies: 
But miſtcis Shoare, to be ſo baſely wzongde, 
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And vidip vide, that hath ſo well deſernde, 
It doth afflic me in the verieſoule, | 
She ſan de my kinſman,Harrie Stranguidge life, 
Tho refoꝛe in dutte am I bound to her, . * 
To do what good J way, though law foz bid, | 
Se where ſhe fits, God comfozt thee good ſoule, 
Firſt take that ta releue th bodie with, 
And nert receiue this booke, wherein is fode, 
Manna of deauen to reſreſh thy ſoule: 
Theſe holy meditationsmiſtris Shoare, 
Till peeld much comfoze in this miſerie, 
CAhereon contemplate Till, ans neuer linne, 
That God map be vumindfull of thy nne. 
la. Paſter Lieutenant, in m hart A thank pe, 
Foz this kind comfozt ta a etched ſoule: 
Welcome (wet p2aper-hooke,food of my life, 
The ſoueraigne balme foz my ſicke conſcience: 
Chou ſhalt be my ſaules pleaſure and delight, 
To wipe mp ſinnes out of Iehouses ſight. 
B. Do ſo god miſtris Shoare,now A muſt leaue pe, 
Becauſe ſcme other buſineſſe cals me hence, 1 
And God J pꝛay regard your penitente. Exit. 8 
la. Fare weil ſix Robert, n foꝛ this good to m, 
Che God ol heauen bee min otull ſtill oſ the. 


As ſhe Fes weeping and praying, enter atone doors > 


Aire. This wap the went,andeannot be far of, - 
Foz but enen now J met the officers, 
Chat wereattendanton her in her penance; 
Vonder ſhe ſits,now then Aire ſhew thy ſelfe, - 
Lhankfullto her, that ſometime ſau de thy life, 
When Law had made the ſubied to baſe death, 
Gine ber thy purſe ſoʒ here comes ſomeLadie, 
Stand by a whilc,foz frare thou be diſcouered. 
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Ruff. What mittris Sboare, Ring Edwardsconcubiite; 


Det ona molc-hill,oh diſparagement. 
Athꝛone were fitter foz pour Ladiſhip, 
Fie will you ſlubber theſe faire cheekes with tearese 
Oz fit ſo ſolitarie, wheres all your ſernants? 
Where is your gowne of ſilke,your 
Pour fine rebatoes, and pour coſtiy ie ela, 
Mhat not ſo much as a ſhoe vpon pour fate, 
Nap then I ſee the woꝛld goes hard with whozes. 
Aire, The villaine lane gibes at her miſerie. 
Ruf. Row whether is it better to be in court, 
And there to beg a licence ofthe King, 
Foz tranſpoʒtation ot commodities, 
Then here to ſit foꝛſaken as thou doſt, 
A thinke vpon condition Edward liude, 
And thou were ffill in fauour as befoze, 
Thou woulds not ſay that Rufford had 
To haue his eares rent foꝛ a wozſer ſuite, 
Chen licence to ſhippe ouer cozneand leade, 
that not a wozd, faith wench ile tell thee what, 
If thou doſt thinke thy olde trade out of date, 
Go learne to play the bawde another while. 
Ai. Inhumane wꝛetch, wh doſt thou ſcoʒne her fo, 
And vere her grieued ſoule with bitter taunts, 
Ruf. Becauſe J will, ſhee is a curtiſan, 
And one abhozredof the wozld foz luſt. 
Air. Jf all thy faultes were in thy fo:ehead w3tt, 
Perhaps thou wouldſt thy ſelfe appeare no lelle, 
But much mozeho2ridle then ſhe doth now. 
Ruff. You are no iudge of mine'lir, 
Aire. Why noz thou of ber. 
Ruf. The wozld hath iudgde, and foundher guilty, 
And tis the Ktngs commaund ſhe be held odious. 
Aire. The King of heauen commandeth other wile, 
And ik thou bs not willing to relieue her, 
Let it ſaffize thou ſeeſt her miſerable, 


And 
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King Edward the fourth. 
And ſtudie not to ampliſſe her griete. 


Enter mĩſtris Blage verie poorely a bepging, withher 
— . ſh. 8885 


What other wofull ſpectacle comes here? 
Piltris take that and ſpend it foz my fake, 

When Ruffordlookes away, Airethrowes his purſe 

to miſtris Shoare. 

Bla. Dh Jampincht with moze tht common want, 
Where ſhall A find reliefe? Good Gentleman, 
Pittie a wzetched woman like to ſtarue, 

And J will pꝛap foz pee. Dnebalfepennie 

Foz Chziſts ſake, tocomfozt me withall. 

| Ruf. What miſtris Blage, tft pouzno maruaile ſure, 
But pou ſhould be relieude, a halfepenie quothaz 

A marie ſir, and ſo be hangde mp ſelle, 

Not J, this Gentleman map if he pleaſe, 
Get you to pour companion miſtris Shoare, = 
And then there is a paire of queanes well met, 
Now Jbethinke mee, ile go to the King, 

And tell him that ſome will relieue Shoares wife, 
Except ſome officer there be appointed, 

That carefully regards it be not ſo, 

CThereot m ſelfe will I make offer to bim, 
Wbichquefionleſle hee cannot but accept, 

So ſhall I fil purſue Shoares wife with hate, 
Thatſcoznd mee in her high whoozes eſtate. Exit. 

Bla. God Gentleman beſtow pour charitie, 
One ſingle hallepennie to helpe my neede. 

Aire. Not one, were I the maſter ot a mint, 
bat: ſucconr thee that didſt betray thy friende 
See where ſhe lits, whom thou didit ſcozne indeed, | 
And thcrefozerightly art thou ſcoznde againe: 

Thou thoughttt to beene riched with her goods, 
But thou haſt now loſt both thy owne and hers, 
And foz my part, new Jt would ſauethylife, 


Thy 
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Thou ſhouldſt not get ſo much as acrum ofbzead 


Packe counterfeit, packe away diſſembling dzab. 
Bla. Oh miſerte, but ſhall I apts looke 
Her in her face, whom A ſo much haue wꝛongde: 
Ia. Pes miſtris Blage, I freely pardon yon, 
Nou haue done me no un ong, come ſit by mee: 
TL was ſo in wealth, wi not in pouertie⸗ 
Bla. Oh willingly if yo u can bꝛoke her pꝛeſente, 
Whom pou haue great er reaſon to deſpiſe. 


Ia. Why woman, Ric hard that hath baniſht me, 


And lerkes mp ruine(camfclefſethough it bee) 
Do in heart pꝛap foꝛ and will do ſtill, 
Come thou a ſhare wit h me what God hath ſent, 
A ranger gaue it mee, and part thereof 
J do as freely now beſtow on pou. 

Bla. I thanke you miſtris Shoare, this courteſie 
Renewes the griefe of mp inconſtancie. 


Enter maſter Shoare withreliefe for his wife. 
Sho, Ponder ſhee ſits how like a withered tree, 
Chat is tn winter leaueleſſe and bereft 
Ok liuelp ſappe,ſits ſhe poʒe abiec ſoule, 
How much vnlike the woman is cher now, 
She was but peſterdap : ſo ſhoꝛt and bꝛittle 
Is this woꝛlds happtnes : but who is that. 


Falſe miſtris Blage bow canſt thou bzok hir lane? | 


A thou walt al wales mild and pittifull, 

Oh hadft thon bene as chaſt, we had berne bleff, 
But now no mo2e ot that: ſhe ſhall not Karue, 
So long as this, and ſuch as this may ſerue, 


Here miſtris Shoare, feed on theſe homely Cafes, 
And there is wine to dꝛinke them downe withal. 
Ia. God ſtr pour name, that pities poꝛe Ia. Shoare 
That in my pꝛaiers Imap remember pon. 
Sho. No matter fo2 my name, Jam a friend, 
That loues pou well, ſo larewell miſtiris Shoare, 


{ 


king Edward tlie fourth. 
Whenthat is ſpent, I bow to baing von moze. 


la. Gods bleſſing be pour guide where ere you gs, 
Thus miſtris Blage pon ſ@ amn(dft our wor, 
Foz all the woꝛld can doe, God ſends reliefe, 
And will not yet wee periſh in our griefe, - 
Come let vs ſtep into ſome ſecret place. 

Bla. Tis not amifſe, you beſo content; 
Foz here the fieldes tw open frequent. Exeunt. 
Where vndiſturbde we may partake this grate. 

M alter Shoare enters met 78 

Sho. What is ſhe gone ſo ſune: ne poʒe lane, 
How J compaſſſonate thy wofall taſee 
Mbereas we liude te man and N 


Okt — an humbie — — 
e ſhe contented, when 2 20 
outbehw her foz k. But todar hohe e 
Hul band we both muſt lower ff one day, 
Chen J dare ſweare Wer nener d:camd of this, | 
But ſe god God what pbpheſyingis; wh 
Enter Rufford and Fogge, wiehrhecounteriitlercers 
Pattents, Shoafe ſtands alite; *::'- 
Ruff. This is KingMichirds — 
And this ol thine is iuſtiy ce te, 44 5G 4 


TY 
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i eee eee eee 
And gaue mee officers to waſte vpon mee, 
Which will ſocountenance thy cunning wozke, 
As thalino wap be ſuſpened in (bow ſo thou Fogg? 
ogge. It will do well inderd: 
2 7 wy — 
Foz elſe you knoly bat barmemap come thereon, 
Ruff, r 
Sy houſe,my ſtrangeſt locks,no2 any place, yo 
But mine owne boſome,there will A keepe it till, 
JCI .fo doth it with mee. 
Shore. Are pee ſo cunning fir, Iqpnomoze, 

JaneShoare 02 Iryapguittance pou foz tbis. Exit. 

Ruff, Mell Fogge I haue contented thee, 
Thou maiſt be gone, A muſt about mp charge, 
To ſe᷑ that none rele&ne Shoares ie with ought. * 

Enter the Officers with bils, 

Come on good fellowes, you that mult attend, 
King Richards ſeruice 


commaund, 
Your charge is to be verie vigilant, 


uer that ſtrumpet whom they call Shoares wite: 
Ifany traitour giue her but a mite, 


Adzaagþt of water; oʒ a cruſt ofbzead, 
Oz anp other fade what ere it bee, | / 
Lay hold on b{m,fo2 it is pꝛeſent death, 
Vy god Ring Richards pzocltamation, 
This is her haunt.bere tand ISentincll, 
Keepe yon vnſcene, and aide mee when I call. 

Enter Iockie and leffrey, with a bottle of Ale, Cheeſe, and 

haltepennie loaues, to play at bowles, milires Shoare 

| | enters and fits where, ſhe was wone. 

Tock. Now muſt A vnder colour of playing at bowles,belp 
fill relieue my gude maiſtres, maiſtres Shoare. Come lef. 
frey , wee will play fine vp foz this bottle of Ale, and ponder 
gude pure woman ſhall keepe the ſtakes, and this cheeſe ſhall 
be the mealker, | 6 
oO 


King Edward the fourth. 
They p ſtill toward ber, and lockie often breakes bread 
an 


& giues her, till Ieffrey being cald awa 
then he giues her all. and is dab : 


Ruf. Here is a villaine, that wil not relieue her, 
But pet bæle loſe be bowles, that wap to belpe ber, 
Appꝛehend him fellowes when J bid pe: 

Although bis mate be gone, he ſhal pay foz it. 

Take bim, and let the Beadles whiphim well. 
lock. Heare pe fir, ſhall they he whipt and hangd that gius 


to the pure, then they ſhall bee damne that take fro the pure. 
8 They lead him away. 12 


Enter young Aire againe, and Shoare ſtands 
oofe off. 
Aire, Dh ponder ſits the ſweat fozlaken ſoule, 
To whom fo: euer I ftand deeply bound: 
She lau'de my life, then Aire helpe to ſaue hers, 
Ruf. Whither go pe ſir: 
Vou come to giue this ſtrumpet ſome rellefe. 
Air. She did moꝛe good then euer thou canſt doe, 
And if thou wilt not pittie her thy ſelſe, 
Giue others leaue, by dutte bound thereto? 
Here miſtris Shoare, take this, and would to God 
At were ſo much as mp poꝛe heart could wilh. | 
le giues bis purſe. 
Sho. Who is it that thus pitties mp poꝛe wile⸗ 
fig ꝙ . Aire, Gods bleſſing on himfoz it. 
Ruf. Dareſt thou do ſo Aire? 
Air. Rufford J dare do moꝛe: : 
Here is mp ring, it waſtes an ounce of Gold, 
And take mp cloake to keepe ve from the cold. 
Ruf. Thou art a traitoꝛ Aire. 
Air. Ru fford, thou art a villaine ſo to tall me. 
Ruf. Lap hold on him, attach hun officers. 
Arr. Rufford, ile anſwere thine 8 with this, 
2 


He 
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He draweshis rapier, but is hended, 

Ruff. Alt this contending ſir will not auaile, 
This treaſon will be rated at thy life. 

Aire. Lifc is to little foʒ her ſake that lat de lt. 

Sho. Js he a traitour ſir, ſoʒ doing god: 
God ſaue the Uing, a true heart meanesno(ll. | 
I truſt he hath reclaimde his ſharpe 
And will not that his poꝛeſt ſubieu 
And ſa perſ maded I my lelfe will doe, 
Thzt which both lone and nature binds me to. 
3 c innot tue her as che well deſerues. 
Fo; che hath pn a - +06 ogg | 

Pw! » D535 t 0 8, | 

7 uf, Akte away. 

Sho. You ſhall not ſir, fo; T will ant were it, 
Beloꝛe the Ring it vou infozce it fo. 

Ruff. It muſt be (o, pou ſhall vnto the a ing. 

Sho. Pou will de be will firft repent the thing: 
Came Y. Aire, ile bears pe companie, | 

Weoatch wiſe emen.othl ap „Exeunt. 

lane. If griete to ſpæch krie paſſage could affozd, 
Oꝛ fo2 cch woe Jhad a fitting wozd, 
I migh: comalaine, oz if my flonds of teares, 


Cduld moue remoꝛſe of minds, oꝛ pearce dul ears, 


Oꝛ wach away my cares, oꝛ cleanſe my crime: 
TAlth words x teares I would be waile the time. 
But it is boatleTe, whp liue I to ſce, 

All thole deſpiſed that ds pit tie me. 
Deſpiſde: alas, deſtroped, and led to death, 

That gaue me almes here to pꝛolong my breath. 
Fare Dames bchold, let mp crample p2cuc, 
There is no lone like to a huſbands loue. Exit. 


Enter K ing Richard, Louell, Catesbie, Rufford, Sho ar, 


and Ayre pinione 1 and led berwixt two Officers, 


Glo. Now tell bs Rufford which of theſe it is, 


That 


That in the heat of his vpheaued ſplerne, 
Contemnes our crownc,difdaines our dignitic, 
And armes himſelle againſt authoꝛitie. 

Ruff. Both haue offended my dzead ſoueraigne, 
Though not alike, pet both faults capitall, 
Theſe lines declare what, when, 4 where it was. 

Glo. TUbich is that Aire? 

Ruff. This youngmanmy Liege. 

Glo. J thought it was ſame hot diſtemp2zedblod, 


That fierd his gyddie bzaine with buſinc lle: 
Is thy name Aire? 


Aire. It is. 

Glo. This paper ſafes ſo. 

Aire, Periſh may he that made that paper ſpeak. 

Glo, Baz Doſt thou with confuſion vnto vs: 
This paper is the Oꝛgane ot our power, 

And ſhall pzonounce thycondemnation, 

e make it ſpeake thy treaſons to thy face, 

And thy malicious tongue ſpeakes treaſ n ſtill, 

Relieu'fk thou Shoares wife in contempt of vs: 
Aire. Na, but her tuft deſert. 

- She ſau de my life, which J has ſoꝛfeited, 

Wihereby mp gods and life the mer ited. 

Glo. And thou ſhalt pay it in the ſelfc ſame place, 
Where thou this man our Dfficer,didft out face, 
And ſcoꝛndſt vs ſaping if we Toode by, 

Thou wouldſt reiicue her. 

Aire. J do not dente, : | 
Foz want of fodher bꝛeath was nere expirde, 
I gaue her meanes to buy it vntefirde, 

And rather chuſe to die fo2 charitte, 
Then liue condemned of ingratitude. 

Cl.Yonr god deustion bꝛings pouts Þ gallus, 
De hath his ſentence, Rufford ſæ hini hangd. 

They lead out Aire. 


Now ſir your name: 
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Sho. Is tt not wzitten there? 

Glo. Heres Mathew Floud. 

Ruf. That is his name my L 02d. 

Glo. Is thy name Hloud? _ 

Sho, Do . Rufford (ates, | 
Glo. Floud and Aire? the elements conſpire, 

In apꝛe and water to confound our power: 

Didſt thou reliene that hateful wzetch Shoares wife? 
Sho. I did relfene that wofall wꝛetch Shoares wife, 
Gl. Thonſ&mft a man well aid and temperate, 

Durſt thou infringe our pzoclamation : e 

Ruf. Pes, and added moze, 

That you would anſwere it befoze the Ring. 

Sho. And added moze,you would repent the thing. 
Ru. Who, I:his Highnes knowes mp innocence, 

And readie ſeruice with my goods and life, 

Anſwere thy treaſons to his maieſtie. 

Glo. What canſt thou ſap Floud why thou ſhouldſt᷑ not die? 
Sho. Nothing, loꝛ I am moztall and muſt die, 

TUhen my time comes, but that J thinkes not pet. 

Although (God knowes) ech houre J wiſh it were, 

So kull ot doloꝛ is my wearſe life : 

Now ſay I this, that J do know the man, 

Crhich doth abette that traiterous libeller, 

Who did compoſe e ſpꝛead that lauderous rime, 

TUhich ſcandals pon, and deth abuſe the time. 

Glo. QAhat libeller : another Collingborne? 

{bat w2ote ; The Cat. the Rat, and Louell our Dog, 

Do tule all England under a Hog. 

Canſt thou repeat it Floud? 

Sho. I thinke ̃ can if pou commaund me 6. 
Glo. Me do commaund thee. 

Sho. In this ſoꝛt it goes. 

The crooke bakt Boare the way hath found, 

nn our Roſes from our ground, 
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Both flower and bud will he confound, 
Till King of bealtsthe ſwine be coomnden 
And — the Dog, the Cat, and Rat, 
Shall in his trough feed and be fat, 
Finis quoth Þ. Fogge, chiele ſecretarie and counſel, 
loꝛ to M. Rufford. 

Glo. Bow ſaiſt thou Floud, doth Rufford foſter this: 

Sho, He is a traitoz if he do mp Loꝛd. 

Ruf. J foſter it? dzead Lozd Aaſke no grace, 

If J be gulltie of this libelling, 
Uouchſafe me iuſtice as pou ate my Pꝛinte, 
Againtt this traitoʒ that accuſeth me. 

Sh. What iuſtice crau'ft thou: Þ will combat the, 
In ſigne whercof J do vnbutton me, - 
And in my ſhirt my chalenge will maintaine, 

Thon cal ſt me fraito2, J will pꝛoue thee one, 
Open thy boſome like me if thou dareſt? 
Ruff. J will not be ſo rude befoze his grace, 

Sh. Thou wilt not ope the packe of thy dilgrace. 
Betcauſe th doublets ſtuft with traiterous libels. 

Glo. Catesbie teare off the buttons from his bzeatt. 
What findſt thou there: 

Cat. Pour highnes hand and ſeale, 
Foz tranſpoztationof Þides,Cozneand Lead. 
Glo, Zraito2, did I ſigne that commiſſion? 

Ruf. O pardon me molt ropall Ring. 

Glo. Pardon: to counterfeit mp hand and ſeale? 
Dane J beſtowed ſuch loue, ſuch conntenance? 
Such truſt on thee, and ſuch authozitie, 

To baue mp hand and ſignet counterket: 

To carrie Tozne the food of all the land, 

And Lead, which after might annop the land, 
And Þides, whoſe leather muſt relieue the land, 
To ſtrangers enemies vnto the land: 

Didſt thou ſo neerelyconnterfet my bond: 


Ruf. Not A up liegt, but Fogge the Atturnep. Gio 


[ 
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Glo. Away with him Louell and Catesbie, go, 
Commaund the Dheriffesof London pꝛeſentiy, 
To ſee him dꝛalune, and hangd, and quartered, 

Let them not dzinke befo;ethep ſeehim dcad, 
Halt you againe. 
Lovell and Catesbie lead out Rufford. 

Ruff. Mell Floud thou art mp death, 

I might haue liude t haue ſcene thee loſe thy bead. 
Sho. Thou haſt but iuſtice faz thy crueltie, 

Ag unſt the giriltleTe ſoules in miferie, 

J aſke nofauour if A merit death. 

Glo. Crauꝰſt thou nofauonr? then tell thee Floud, 
Lyon art a traitoꝛ bzeaking our edic, 

By ſutcouring that traitrous guean Shoares weile. 
And thou ſyalt die. 

- Sho, If I baue bꝛoke the la m. 

Glo. It fcaito2?didſt thou not giue her thy purſe? 
And doeſt thou not maintaine the derd⸗ 

Enter Lovell and Catesbie againe. 

Sho. J do, if it be death to the relenting heart, 
Ok a kind brſvand, wzonged by a Ring, 
Tao pittie his pp2:e weake ſeduced wife, 
TUyom all the world muſt ſaffer by commannd, 
To pine and periſh fo; the want of food: 
If it be treaſon fo ber huſband then, 
In the deare bowels of his foꝛmer lone, 
To burie his owne wꝛong and her miſde&d, 
And giue her moat whom he was wont to feede, 
Then Shoate muſt die, foꝛ Floud is not my name, 
Cgdough once I tokc it to conceale myſhame, 
Pittie permits not iniured Shoare paſſe by, 
And(ce vet londc wife with funine die. 


Glo. Lovell 4 Catesbie,thts is Shoate indted, 
Shoare, we confeſſe that thou haſt pztuilcdge, 
And art erceptedin our Pzoclamation, 


Vecauſc thou art her huſbaunwhom {t concerns, 


And 
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And thou maiſt lawfully relicne thy wife, - 
Upon condition thou foꝛgiue her fault, 
ake her againe, and vie her as beta, 
Þazard new hoꝛnes how ſaiſt thou;wilt then Shoare? - 1 
Sho. Jfanp but pour Grace ſhould ſo vphꝛaid, 
Such rude repꝛoch ſhould roeghly be repaid. 
Suppoſe faz treaſon that ſhe lay condemnde, 
Might I not feede her till her houre ot death, 
And pet my ſelle no traitoz foz it: 
Glo, Thou mightſte. + 
Sh. And whp not now(D pardon me dreadiezd) 
When ſhe hath had both puniſharent and ſhame 
Sufficient ce a Ring did cauſe her blame, 
Pap I not giue her fad to ſaue her life, | 
Het neuer take and vſe her as mp wie:? 
Slo. Except thou take her home agatric to 
Chou art a ſtranger, and it ſhall not be, 
Foz it thou do, expect what doth belong. 
Sho, I neuer canfo2get ſo great a w2ong. 
Glo. Then never fedeher whom thou canft not loue. 
Sho. Mp charttte doth that compaſſlon moue. 

Gl, Poue vs no moꝛe, Louell let Aire be hangde; 

Tuft in the place where he relieud Shoares wife: 
Shoa te hath his pardon loz this firf offence. 
The name of huſband pleads his innocence, 
Awap with them: momma nn ne VE 


Iockie is led to whipping oner the a — — 
but of no . Then is yon Aire brought foorth 


to execution, with the Sheriffe and Officers, Miſtris 
Shoate weeping, and M. Shoare Randing by. 


Aire, God miſtrisShoare,grieuemenot teares, 
But let me go in quiet to mine end. 

lane. Alas pooze ſoule, 8 
Was neuer innocent thus put to death. 


to ther, 


Are. 
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Air. The moꝛes my iop, that Jaminnocenf, 
Py death is the leſſe grieuous, I am ſo. 

Ja. Ah M. Aire the time bath bene ere now, 
ben JI bane knteld to Edward on mp knecs, 
= bend fo2 him, that now dath make me beg. 
ginen him, when he bath begd of me, 
ugh be fozbids to giue me when J beg, 

I bane ere now relieued him and his, 

Though be and bis deniereliefe tome: 

Dad J bene enuious then, as Richard now, 

I had not ſtaru d, noz Edwards ſons bin murdzed, 

No? Richard liu de to put you now to death. 
Aire. The moꝛe lane is thy vertue and bis ſinne. 

Sher. Come ſir diſpatch. 

Aire, Diſpatch ſap yon*diſpatch pon map it call, 
Hecannot ffap when death diſpatcheth all. 

12. L ond, is my ſinneſs boꝛrible and grieuous, 
That JI ſhouldnow become a murderer? 

I haue ſau de the life ofmanp a man condemnd, 
But neuer was the death of man befo2e. 
That any man thus foz my ſake ſhould die, 
Alias me moꝛe then all my miſerie. 

Aire. lane be content, 
A am as much indebtcd vnto thee, 
As vato nature, Jowedthee a life, 
When it was fo2feit vnto death by law, 
Zhou bcadlt it of the king and gau t it me: 
Chis houſe of fleſh wherein this ſoule doth dwel, 
Is thine,and thou art Landladie of it, 
And this poze lite a TLenant but at pleaſure, 
It neuer came to pay the rent till now, 
But bath runne in arerage all this while, 
And now foz verie ſhame comes to diſcharge tf, 
CA ben death diftraines foz what is but thy due, 
I had not ought thee ſo much as J doe, 
But by thy onely mercle topzeſerue it, 


Until 
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Until! Jloſe it fo my cheritie. 
Thou giuꝰſt me moꝛe then euer A tan pap, 
Then do thy pleaſure executioncr, | » 
And now farewell kind vertuous miſtris Sho L 
In heauen welemeete againe in earth no — 
Here he is executed. 
Ia. Fare wel, fare wel, thou foz thy almes dof die. 
And I muſt end here ſtarude in miſerie, 
In like my kriend, in death ile not fo:ſake thee, 
Thon goeſt to beauen, I hope to enertake thee, 
Sho. © woꝛld what art thou: man, euen from his birth 
Findes nothing elſe but miſerie on earth, 
Thou neuer ( woꝛld)ſcoꝛn dit mee ſo much befoze, 
But J(vaine woꝛld) do hate thee ten times moze. 
A am glad I fœle appꝛoaching death ſo nie, 
Moꝛld thou hateſt me, I thee vaine wozld defie, 
J p2ap pee pct good maſter officers, 
Do but this kindneſſe to poze wꝛetched cules, 
As let vs haue the buriall of our friend, 
At is but ſo much labour ſaude foz peu. 
She, There take his body, burp it where pou wil, 
So it be quickly done out ot the wap. 
Exit Sherife and Officers. 
Ia. Whats he that begs the buriall of mp friend, 
And hath ſo oftentimes relicued mec? 
Ah gentle ſir, to comfo2t mp ſad woe, 
Let mee that good kind man of mercieknow. 
Sho. Ah lane, now there is none but thou and J 
Loke on mee well, knoweſt thou thy Ma. Shoare? 
Ia. Pp Huſband? then bꝛeake and liue no moe. 
She ſuounds, and he ſupports ber in his armes. 
Sho. Ah my deere lane, comfozt thy heauie ſoule, 
So not awap ſo ſoone, a little ap, 
_ Alittle, little while, that thou and J, 
Like man and wife map here together die, 
lane. How can J loke vpon my duſtands face, 
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bat ſhamde my lelf,and w:0ught his deep dilgracee 
Sho, lane be content, our woes are now alike, 
With one (elfe rod thou (eſt God doth vs ftrike, 
It toꝛ thy linne, ile pzay to heauen fozthee, 
And if foz mine, do thou as much foz mee. 
Iane. Ah Shoare,fft poſſible thou canſt fozgine mer: 
Shoare, Pes lane, I doe. 
Jane. Itannot hope thou wilt: 
Mp faults ſo great that A cannot expe it. 
Sho. Jfaith J doe, as ſxtely from mp ſoule, 
As at Gods hands J hope to be fozgiten. 
Ia. Then God reward the, foꝛ we now mult part, 
Itele colo death doth ſeize vpon mp heart. 
Sho. And hee is come to mee, here he lies, 
I tele him readie to cloſe vp mine eies, 
Lend mer thy hand to burie this our friend, 
And then we both will haſten to our end. 


Here they put the bodie of young Aire into a Coffin, and then he 
fits downe on the one ſide of it, and ſhe on the other, 
Jane fit thou there, here I m place will haue, 
_ Glueme thy hand, thus wee enibzace our graue, 
Ah lane, he that the depth of woe will ſee, 
Let him but now behold our miſer ie: 
But be content, this is the beſt of al, | 
Lower then now we are, wer cannot fall. 
Inne. Ah, J am faint, how happte Aire art thou. 
Not feling that which doth afflict vs now? 
Sho. Dh happie graue, to vs this comfo2t giuing. 
Here lies two liuing dead, here one dead liuing, 
Bere fo2 his ſake, loe this ve doe fo2 thee, = 
Thou lokſte oz one, and art poſſe ſt of thꝛck. 
la. Oh dying marriage, ol, ſwært married death 
Thou graue which only ſhauldft part faithfull friends, 
Bꝛingſt vs togither, and daſt icyne our hands, , 
Oz ltutng death, euen in this >; ig like, +. 
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Pet ere I go, once Mathew kifſe thy wife. 
Pe kiſſeth her, and ſhe dies. 

S. Ah mp ſweet lane, fare wel, fare wel poꝛe ſonle, 

Now tp2ant Richard do the woꝛſt thou canſt, 

She doth defie ther oh vnconſtant wozld, 

Pere lies a true Anatomie ot thee, 

A ing had all my iop, at her iniopde, \ 

And bp a King ag ine ſyce was dell royde: 

All ages of mp kingly wees ſhall tell, 

Once moze inconſtant wezld farewell, fare well. 5 4 


Enter fir Robert Brac kenburie, with two or three 
ol his ſeruants. 

Bra, Mirs il the ing, oꝛ elſe the Duke of Buckingham 
Do ſend foꝛ me, J will attend them ſkraigbt, 
But what are theſe here openlp lie dead, ' 

Oh God, the one is miſtris Shoare, 4 this is Floud, 

That was my man: the third is maſter Aire, 

Who ſuffercd death fe2 his relæuing her, 

They ſhall not thus lie in the open wap, 

Lend me pour hands, and heauie hearts withall, 

At mine owne charge ile giue themburiall. 
They beate them thence. 


Enter King Richatdcrowned, Buckingham Aue of War- 
wicke, Louell, Catesbie, Fogge, and attendants, 


Richard. Mott noble Loꝛds, ſince it hath pleaſed you, 
Bepond eur expt dation on peur beunties, | 
T'cmpale mp temples with the Diadewe. 
How farre my qulet thoughts bane cuerb&ne, 
From this great mateſticke foucratgntie, 
Deauen beft can witnefſe: Yam pour King, 
Long may A be ſo, to deſcrue your lone, 

But J will be gſeruant to yen all, 
Pꝛaꝝ God my bꝛoken lips may glue pou reit. 


A 
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But onely that my blenddoth chalenge it, 

Being pour la wfull Pꝛince by true ſucteſſion, 

I could haue wiſht, with all mp heart J could, 

This maieſtie had fitten on the bꝛowe 

Ot any other: fo much do J affect a pꝛiuate life, 

To ſpend mp dates in contemplation, 

But ſince that heauen and pou will haue it ſo, 

I take the crowue as mekelp at pour hands, 

As free and pure from an ambitious thought, 

As any new bozne babe. Thus mult thou Richard 

Serme as a ſaint to men in out ward ſhew, aſide, 

Being a verie diuell in thy heart: 

Thusmut thou couer all thy villanies, 

And keepe them cloſe from ouerlokers eyes, 
Buck. Pp Soueraigne by the generall conſent 

Ol all the Lozds aud commons of the land, 

I tender to ropall mateſfie, 

Lhis pꝛincely Lady, the Lady Anne of Warwick 

Judged the onely woꝛthieſt of pour loue, 

Co be pour highnes bꝛide, faire Englands Qucen 

Rich. Pp ropall P:incely Coſin Buc 1 
A ſee pon ſtriue to bleſſe mee moze and moꝛe 
Pour bountie is ſo large and ample to mee, | 
Pon ouerflow mp fpirits with pour great tone, 

I willingly accept this vertuous ÞP2incelſe, 
And crowneher Angell beautte with mp lone. 

Lo. Then as the hand of pour high parliament, 
A giue her here vnto your maieſtie. 

Rich, Load Lovell I agheartilp receiue her, 
Welcomefalre Queene. 

C. And from the L 02ds x tommons ol pour land 
Igiue the fre and voluntarie oath, 
Ok their allegeance to pour mateſty, 
As to their ſoueraigne and liege Lo2d and Ladie, 
Richard the third, i beauteous Anne his Nucene, 
The true and la wlull King t Queneof England, 


Rich; 


King Edward the fourth. 
Rich. I doe accept it Catesbie, and returne, 

Exchange ofmutuall and partie loue. 

Now Fogge to, that in pour traiterous Libels, 

Beſides the counterfeiting of our hand and ſeals 

Foz Rufford, though ſo great a fault deſeruds 

To ſuffer death, as hee alreadie bath, 

Going about to ſiubber our renowue, 

And wound vs with repꝛoach andinfamie, 

Pet Fogge that thou thy ſelfe maiſt platnely ſee, 

How farre Jam from ſœking ſharp reuenge, 

Fogge J fo2gine thee, and withall wee dee, 

Repeale our beauie ſentence gainft Shoares wife, 

Reſto2ingall her gods,foz we intend, 

With all the woꝛld now to be perfect friends. | 
Cat. Why mp god Lo2d, pou know ſhes dead alreadie. 
R. True Catesbie, elſe I nere had ſpoke ſuch wozds, alide, 

Alas I ſee our kindneſſe comes to late, 

Foz Catesbie tels me ſhe is dead alreadie. 

Cat. Im god L 02d, ſo is her buſband too. 

Rich. Wouldthep had liude, to ſee our friendly change, 
But Catesbie ſap, where dide Shoate and his wife? 

Cat. Where Aire was hangde foz giuing herreliefe, 
There both of them round circkling his cold graue, 
And arme in arme departed from this life: 

Che people foz the loue thep beart to her, 

And her kind huſband, pittying bis wzongs, 

Foz ener after meane to call theditch, 

Shoares Ditch, as in the memozte of them, 

Their bodies in the Friers minozites, 

Are in one graue enterred all together, 

But miſtris Bla ge foz ingratitude, 

To miſtris Shoare, lies dead vnburied, 

And no one will affoꝛd her buriall. : 
Ric. But miſtris Blage ſhe ſhal haue burſal to, 

What now we muff be friends, indeed we muff, 

And no u mp Lozds, I giue pouallto know, 


In 
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In memoꝛie of our eter nall loue, 

Ido o:dame an oꝛder of the Bathe, 

Cwelue Knights in number cf that ropall ſozt, 
CAbich oꝛder with all pzincely eeremonics, 
Shall be obſerucdm all royall pompe, 


As Edwards our fozefather of the Garter, 
Wrhichfealt our ſelfe,and our beloued Queene, 
Mill pꝛeſent ly ſolemmze in our perſon. 

Buc. Now am J bold ta put your grace in mind 
Of my long ſutte, and partly paur owne pꝛomiſe, 
The Earle of Hereford: lands. 

Rich. Coſta werle better thinke on that hereafter, 

Buc. My pains my L 02d hath not deſerude delay. 
Ric. Wy pouappotnt our time: then you ſhal ſtap, 
Foz this hote haſtmeſſe ſir you ſhall tay, 
Pone vs no moꝛe vou were belt. 

Buc. 4 Richard, is it come to this: 
In my ſitſt ſuite of all, doſt thou denle mee? 
B2eake thine own woꝛd, x tarne me off ſo ſlieghtly, 
Richardthoudh2dft as good haue damnde thy ſoule, 
As baſel —— Buckingham: 
Richard thy crumped ſhoulder: 
I faith J well, 1400 uen will giue me leaue, 
And Harrie Richmond. this hand alone, 
Shallfctch ther homer, and ſeat hee in his N - 

* 

Rich. What is he gone in heat, why fare well hee, 
He is diſpleaſde. let him be pleaſde egaine, 

We haue no time to thinke on angrie men: 
Come mylwert Nueenc, let vs goſolemnize, 
Our unighthods oꝛder in molt te pall wile. 


Exe unt. 
ei. 


